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ACT I 

Scene I 

A Flying Corps Mess in France, S p.m. 
September evening. 

Scene II 

Men’s Dug-out in the line, ii p.m. 

ACT n 

Scene I 

Flying Corps Mess. Da\vn. Next morning. 
Scene II 

Army Coips Headquarters. 8 a.m. 

Scene III 

Flying Corps Mess. Late Afternoon. 

ACT ra 

Scene I 

A Shell hole in between the lines, ri p.m. 

Scene II 

Army Corps Headquarters. (G.O.C.’s sitting-room.) 
Midnight. 

The action of the play takes place between early evening 
of one day, and midnight the next. 

Time: September, xgiS. 



ACT I 


Scene I 

A Flying Corps Mess in France on a bright sunimet 
evening, about 8 o^clock, September, 19 x 8 .' 

It is a large, bare, wJiite-pamted hut, with carpets 
on the floor, table cloths on the tables, and diagram of 
aeroplanes and coloured supplements from ''La Vie 
Parisiome on the walls. The furniture is simple 
and makeshift, but the general appearance of the room 
is neither uncomfortahle nor unclean. There is one 
large deal table, some chairs, so77ie benches, a gra77io- 
pho7ie 071 a stand, a7id a couple of card-tables. A 
window at back looks 07tt 07i to the aerodro7}te, see7t in 
cve7ii7ig sunshine. Door {left) to otitside; door {right) to 
kitcimt. 

\Two yotrng 77107 % co7>te in fro7n the left.'l^ 

Lieutenants Smith a 7 id St. AubyN- The first 
a boy of ninetee7i or twenty, the seco 7 id a year or 
so older. Smith wears slacks, a silk shirt, his 
iu 7 iic {with a Pilot's wings) ope7i a 7 id his cap 07i 
the back of his head. He is tall, and cool and 
good-looking, the cherished product of a S7nall 
Eiiglish public school and a paternal rectory. 
St. Aubyn is generally wilder lookhtg. He is 
dark, easily excitable a7id rather 7 i&urotic. He 
wears breeches a 7 td puttees, a7i ope7i Italic {with 
an Observer's wittg), atid no cap at all ^ 

[Smith crosses the rootn to look at the notice board, 
and touches att electric bell. St. AuBYN throws 
hwiself lazily down m an armchair.^ 

[A Batman in shirt sleeves appears at a door on iheright.] 
SmxH. WTiat time are we feeding tonight, Grace ? 
Grace. Not for half an hour yet, sir. Not till 8.30* 

* Left and right from point of view of spectator; 

13 



TUNNEL TRENCH 15 

St. Aubvn {nodding). Here’s a go I 

Smith. Yours ! You’re quite'sure you weren’t a fool 
to staj' out when you might be liome already ? Of course 
evcrj'thing quiet enough on the front . . . but one never 
knows. 

St. Aubvn. I knew what I wanted. 

Smith. Chances never come tuice in this little war. 

St. Aubvn. That’s wh)’’ I wanted to sta}-^ on a bit 
now. Look here ; we've said all this before. I don’t 
ivani my long rest in England yet. I've got a fortnight’s 
leave instead, and that’ll do. Then I’ll come back and 
we’ll do another month together; and then, when 5'our 
time’s up as well — six weeks from now — ^we’ll both go 
home. It’s all too gjood to lose at the moment. Don’t 
let’s spoil it by arguing. {Diinking.) He put too much 
Italian in this ; he always does. 

[Gaythokne, a huge, uididy Canadian, contes into 
the room.] 

Gaythorne. 'Evenin’, gents. 

St. Aubvn {mimicking an ultra-Canadian accent). Say, 
gu3% d’j'ou know where all our jumped-up pack o' loafers 
is gone to ? It’s nearly ha’f-after-eight. 

Gaythorne {looking at him tcith contempt). I don’t, 
stranger. 

Smith. Where’s everj^one. Bo’ ? Don’t be a swine. 

Gaythorne. Yliere Vou might guess, playin’ tennis 
and sleepin’, mostly. Have you mutts been down to 
the bathing pool ? 

Smith. We have ; and been Ijnng asleep there all da3^ 

Gatthorne. And I been lying asleep here. Gee, but 
it almost cost me m}’’ jnuhg life, though. I was lyin’ 
asleep on the aerodrome by the edge of the roadside, when 
I near got a crack on the head from a staff limousine. 

St. Aubvn {translating, to. Smith). He means he w’as 
nearly run over by a staff car. What w'as it doing. Bo’ ? 

Gaythorne. A General’s whizz-wagon swerving up 
to the squadron office to tell us there's a battle in the 
morning, I don't think. Roberts and Deakin are plajdn’ 
tennis, Sonny Carrington’s asleep in liis tent, and one 
or two of the bo}'s have gone over to a poker school in 
“ B ’’ Flight. 
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St. Aubyk. Peace on. earth and good-mil towards men 1 
Gaythorke. Sure ! (Gohig over io ilie notice board, to 
St. Aubyk.) Say did you get your letter from here 
this morning, Bill? 

Smith. I got it for him. And ansv/ered it. It was 
from your people, BiU. 

St. Aubyk [Jangnidly^. WTiat did you say to 'em ? 
Smith. I asked your mater to send us some more 
cigarettes. I told her her boy was well, but lazy. And 
I asked her to give your love to your girL 
Gaythorke. I’m damned if I’d stand for that. 

St. Aubyk. I’ve answered his letters for him before 
now. Haven't I, Smith? 

Gaythorke '{giving it up). Can yer beat it ! You 
must be nutty on each other. {Touchmg the belJ.) Shall 
we hit the booze, boj^s, till dinner comes on ? 

{The BATM.A.K appears from the kitchen door and waits. 
A second later Captaik C.arrikgtok comes into 
ihs .W.W f?o??3 A's Je/J. Ss is a e>/ aka.vi 24, 
fairly smartly dressed ', buckling on a Sam Browne 
^ belt, and looking rather hot and worried!) 

'' Carrikgtok. Hullo, so 5mu’re here ah-eady. Good. 
YTiere are the rest? 

Smith. YTiat’s up, sldpper? 

Carrikgtok. Half a tic. (To the Bat;-lax.) Grace, go 
and dash round and find as many people as you can. 
Tell them to come along here — sharp. People of other 
flights as well, if you seS any. ^ 

{The B.atmak disappears. 
St. Aub\k { protesting . I say, before dinner? 
C.MiFJNGTOK. Get those idiots who are i)la\dng tennis 
Gaythome. 


.... , , [Gaythorke goes out. 

You just back from tlie bathing poo}? There’s a 
sudden ^nne on about something or other. I don’t know 

^^td me to get hold of anyone I could, 
in nerc. ■' 


St. /iTJHYK, 
after food. 


They might have left us jn peace till 


Smiti- (loo.r.'zng cut of the windov). 
iront of the squadron* omce? 


Wnai car's that in 
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Carrington. It’s Bill’s aristocratic friend, Digby’s. 
He's come over from Corps Headquarters, and is. in with 
Redfem now. 

Smith {still at the whidow). ^^Tiat’s his trouble at this 
time of day? 

Carrington. I don't know — some idiotic new order 
from the Corps probably. Drill parades before breakfast 
for us or {looking at St. Aubyn) not walking about 
Abbeville as though we were trippers on Bank Holiday. 
Why can’t you look as smart as your blessed pilot, 
BiU? 

. St. Aubyn. Because I had two years in the infantry 
and got fed up with smartness, I suppose. Your own 
belt’s tested. Sonny. 

[Smith helps Carrington put his belt right.] 

Carrington. Thanks. 

[He observes the new-comers who begin to file , into the 
room, the two tennis players in white fiatinel shirts, 
and several more in shorts and imtlmit tunics. 
The average age of the youths is below twenty-one. 
Several of them are eighiee 7 i.] . 

Yes, we do look a lot of sluts, when anyone comes 
over Rom the Corps to see us. But they shouldn’t 'call 
these hot-air meetings just before dinner. Goodall ! 

One of the Observers. Yes, skipper ? 

Carrington. Go and tell them not to bang about 
the crockery in the kitchen. The Major ivill probably 
have something to say. Sit down, the rest, and wait. 

[The Observer goes out. 
[More people come into the room and sit dow 7 i where 
they can. Major Redfern enters, older than 
the rest, about 28 or ^0, followed by Major Digby, 
a dapper little staff Officer with a slight limp, red 
tabs and a Corps armlet. Everyone stands up 
^ and throws away or stamps out cigarettes. Digby, 
as he passes, pokes St. Aubyn in the ribs and 
says, “ Hullo, Bill.”] 

Major Redfern. ’Evening, everybody. Digby, you’ve 
met Carrington, who runs " C ” Flight ? 

[Digby and Carrington shake hands. 

You don’t mind my pinching your room, Sonny, for 
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this business? It’s bigger than the others. I asked 
Sandys to bring his people in here. _ . 

Captain Sandys {in the background). Here, sir. 

Major R. Hov/ many have you got ? 

Sandys. Four of them are stiU in the air. 

Major R. You, Sonny ? 

CarPvINGTon {looking round the room). I think we’re 
all here, sir. Gihay went on leave this morning. 

Major R. Fox ? 

_ Captain Fox. Most of my people are away, I’m afraid, 
sir. 

Major R. tolerantly). They would be. Where ? 

Fox. Well, sir, all om: jobs for the day were done by 
about four o’clock this afternoon ; so 1 didn't see, sir 
{in a tone of sweet reaso'/iableness), why they shouldn’t all 
take a tender, and push off into Amiens and get some 
dinner. 

Major R. When’ll they be back ? 

Fox. Not later than ten, sir. I said they must be 
in early. 

Major R. Will they? 

Fox {with sudden ferocity). I told them I’d damn 
well stop their joy-riding for a month if they weren’t. 

itAjOR R, Good. You don’t mind them smoking, 
Digby? 

[Major Digby shrugs his shoulders and smiles. 
All right then, sit down and smoke, but keep quiet. 
[Redfern and Digby sit down at the far side of the 
table. The Flight Commanders, Carrington, 
Sandys, and Fox, sit with them, Carrington 
next to Redfern. The others sit, mostly on the 
floor, and light cigarettes.'] 

IIajor R. [to Fox). I’ll have to get hold of your 
<fevils. Foxy, and tell them about this later. See that 
they come to me when they come in. Will they be too 
canned to understand it ? 

Fox. I don’t think so, sir. There was no talk of a 
pub-crawl. 

ilAjoR R. Good for them. Now I’ll begin. {Breaking 
^d^ Can I oblige you with a match. 
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[He looks at a small Observek who has been agitating 
for a light for his fife, and throws him a box of 
matches.] 

You’re quite sure you’re old enough for a pipe ? 

Pudgy {throwing the matches back). Thanks, sir. 
Quite. 

Major R. Good. {Clearing his throat, sf caking briskly 
to the whole comfany, he begins.) It will no doubt sur- 
prise most of you to learn what I’ve come here to tell 
you now : there’s going to be a battle. 

[General quickening of interest. 

It’s news, in fact, to all of us. There’s been no intensive 
artillery preparation along the whole of our front for the 
last ten days to tell the Huns all about it, and it has not 
been the subject of conversation in London drawing- 
rooms for the past month. AH of which is a novelty. 
It is going, in fact, to be a surprise battle. It begins 
to-morrow. 

St. Aubyn {sitting uf and taking notice). ^Vhen’s it 
going to end ? 

Major R. The particular point about it is, that it’s 
not going to end. 

St. Aubyn {Subsiding). Gawd ! 

Major R. My friend Bill seems a bit anxious about 
his leave, which we are all aware falls due on Thursday. 

I think he will probably get it. There’s no talk of general 
leave being stopped, is there. Dig ? 

Major Digby {shakes his head slowly. There is a sigh 
of relief from more than Bill). 

Major R. Leave will not, apparently, be stopped: 
neither, however, will the battle. It is, I think I am right 
in saying, a battle with unlimited objectives. Major 
Digby will correct me ? 

[Major Digby nods. 

In other words, \ve’re going to have one more shot at 
going right through. It’s going to be on a much bigger 
front than merely our orvn. I dare say you’ve seen gims 
pulling out from our Corps front and going north. That's 
all right. They'll come in later. The troops in our 
sector put up tteir own particular show to-morrow. No 
one else has heard anything about it except the actual 
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infantry in line who are down to perform, and some of 
the gunners. The battle for the first two days will be 
more or less ordinary’. 

Cahrington. Ortoiary ? 

Major R. Ordinary trench attack for the infantry ; 
and ordinary from our point of view. That is to say. 
Sonny and “ C ” Flight will do most of the contact patrol, 
and the others will sit about and watch. There won't, 
except for the first day, be quite such a heavy barrage 
as usual for us to fly through. 

Carrihgton. Thank God for that. 

Major R. After that, when the Infantry get out into 
^the open, everyoiie will do contact patrol, zdl the time. 
It will be our entire business to see how far the Infantry 
have got, wherever they have got. It ^vill become, they 
hope, something like open warfare ; and it's up to us to 
do the best we can in the new conditions. Zero-hour 


to-morrow is at 5.30 a.m. 

.Carrington {ihoughtfully). My first contact patrol had 
better get ofi the ground at about ten past five, then. 

Major R. Who’ll you send? 

Carrington. I should think, sir . . . O’Brien and 
myself had better do the first flip. , 

Major R. I’U want you to hang about on the ground 
tor a bit to take charge if I'm called away. 

Carrington. Smith and St. Aubyn, then. 

Major R AU right, good. [To the iwo.) Come to 
the oflice after dinner, and I'll go over your maps care- 
y with you. [To Carrington.) You'll have to keep 
patrols up m the air aU day. Sonny, and it'll probably 
mean two jobs each for all your flight. [Pause, to the 
company again.) A large scale map with all the objectives 
offi. u ° on it %viU be up in the squadron 

fiS? P? ^i^nt we ought to get 

S ” + front line trench. The " Red 

indufle- +r nbout seven o’clock, 

few dw system. Aftenvards, in a 

at the ^ ^i^ow north of us; and 

Suth oT?. ^^'""o’ll be another push down 

S ‘tot. .vith My luck, fte whole 

S move forward, and the genuine business 
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ought to bcgin.^ But that doesn’t concern us yet, I 
merely mention it to lend stimulus to my othenHsc une.'t- 
citing narrati\'o. (Pause.) Incidentally, if we move 
forward out of this hole, it’ll be goodbye to our potato- 
sack tennis court, and miles further away from Abbeville 
and our bathing pool. Amen ! 3Iajor Dig., armed with 
authority from Corps Headquarters, would probably now 
like to take the floor. 

IlMajor Digbv geis up, av.d there is some clapping. 
i\rAjOR Redfcrn’s statement is felt to have been 
brief, leel! phrased, and illuminating.'] 

Major Digbv (hesitating). Major Dig. wouldn’t, but 
he'll have to, as Major Jtedfern has asked him. . . . 
Gentlemen — er, laddies — I've been sent bj'’ the Corps 
Commander to butter \’ou up, and to say that we depend 
a lot on you in the future. I’ll cut out the fost part of 
it . . . ask you to c.\'cuse me the eye-wash , . . which 
you carl take for granted. The point is . . . that in 
future, with the troops moving above ground, with no 
telephone wires, and with very’’ difficult communication 
back to the rear, we — or, rather, the nobs who are con- 
trolling things — will relj' very' much upon you for all the 
information you can bring in, and for possibty our only 
knowledge of how far forward the troops have got. This 
business of what ymu call "contact patrol” isn’t easy. 
You’ve taken me lij'ing often enqugh, and how the devil 
you see anything accurately from the air, I don’t know. 
The Chief merely wanted me to tell j'ou ... to ask 
you to believe , . . that on what you see, and on what 
news you bring back, may quite possibly, in this sort of 
stunt, depend the fate of divisions — ^and even of his whole 
blessed Army Corps. That’s true. But you know most 
of it already. There’s nothing more, I don’t think, for 
me to say . • . except, " Good Luck.” 

[He sits down. Silence. 
Major R. Thanks, Dig. (Looking round the room.) 
Anyone anything to ask ? (Silence.) The meeting is 
adjourned. 

[r//crc is a shoit pause, and then a general rising. 
St. Aubyn (heard above the murmurs). Well, I’m 
bloody well damned 1 
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Gaythorne (also). Say, Bo’, he has said a mouthful. 

(More murmur and some laughter. 

Sandys. Come on, chaps, let’s leave " C ” Flight 
alone to their dinner. 

Major R. Sandys. 

Sandys. Yes, sir? 

Major R. Flight Commanders come to me later, 
about ten o’clock. 

Sandys. i 

Carrington, j- Yes, sir. 

Fox. j 

[Ge 7 ieral movemeiit towards the door. 

Sjiith (at the window, pointing out). Look, there’s 
Jackson on 17 bus coining in to land. I bet he crashes. 
(He climbs slowly out of the window to look.) 

(Others leave by the door. 

Major R. (sniffing, as he goes out). What have your 
flight got for dinner, Sonny ? Coming, Dig ? 

Carrington. Kidneys and bacon, I think, sir, to be 
original. 

A Voice from the door (hiteresledly). He is going to 
crash! 00 


(The room is left empty except for JIajor Digby and 
St. Aubyn.] 

St. Aubyn. Dig ! 

(He motions for him to wait a 'ininute. Then goes 
across to the window and looks out and up, and 
mutters : " Silly fathead I ”] 

Dig ! 

Major Digby. Yes ? 

St. .toBYN (still at the window). He’s a cow, that 

fle lands. And 

“ujl " d . gb “^ “ <^"’■“'”2 ) “e ! 


l» 1>= > very hefty haSgi 
to-morrow moming ? & 

with!^°^ Digby. Pretty average, I think, to start off 

like^a^^f^f through it one gets rocked about 

iiKe a bit of paper in a ivmdy street. (Pause.) D’you 
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know what the casualties were in the squadron just nortli 
of us, in the last big push four months ago ? 

Major Digbv {uncomfortably). I know tliey had bad 
luck. 

St. Aubyn. They started with thirty-six fl3dng officers, 
just like us. After the push had been going on for a 
bit — after the first few weeks . . . the squadron .had 
rather changed hands. There were t^vo of the old ones 
left. ' 

Major Digbv. Two ? 

St. Aubyn. Two. Of course, the others weren’t all 
done in. Some of them had got lightly pipped ; one or 
two had gone home to England in the ordinary way for 
a r^t. But tire figure makes one think a bit. Two 
originals left out of thirty-six. So much for pushes I 
Half the kids here have never seen one. That’s wh5^ 
they’re so darned gay about it. Can you do something 
for me ? 

Major Digbv. Mffiat is it ? 

St. Aubyn. Find out where my young brother Honny 
is, rrill you ? The one m}'- father doesn’t care about. 
He was pushed into the infantry — he’s still a private — 
and I don't know what part of the line he’s in now. 

JI.AJOR Digby. He’s in the 33rd Brigade. 

St. Aubyn. Eh ? How do you know that ? 

Major Digby. I do. But I don’t know where the 
Brigade is now. 

St. Aubyn. Will you find out ? Will you let me 
know ? 

Major Digby, I will. 

St. Aubyn. He may not be in tliis show. I hope he 
isn’t. The infantrj^ have a worse time than we do, by 
a long chalk. Something else. 

Major Digby. Wffiat ? 

St% Aubyn {sloxvly). If you see my people, as you will 
some time, tell ’em about me. 

hlAjoR Digby. My dear chap ! 

St. Aubyn {savagely). Oh, I know, I know. Only 
the news of this push is rather a blow, and I’m not 
r^ponsible for what I’m sajdng at the minute. It’s been 
too good to last — this last whole blessed summer of idle- 
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ness, lying about in the sun, bathing, joy-riding. I’m 
not going to get through this time. 

'Major Digby. My good boy . . . Bill. ... 

St. Aubyn. Your good boy will have a piece of metal 
through his guts by this time to-morrow morning, as 
like as not, or be down in flames. (A pause.) Forgive' 
my talking this sentimental bilge to you. I’ve got a 
bad moment on me. You’re outside the squadron. Here, 
we don’t say it. We all pretend to each other like hell ; 
and things have been so slack lately that we’ve almost 
come to believe we’ll all live to be as old as Methuselah. 
{He stands with his hand on his stojnach as if in physical 
pain.) 

Major Digby [not knowing what to say). Have a drink. 
St. Aubyn. No thanks. {He shakes himself and goes 
on more calmly) What else I wanted to say to you, is 
this ; you know my pilot ? 

Major Digby. Smith ? A nice boy. 

, _St. Aubyn. Smith. If we both get pipped, write to 
his people as weU. They’re the simple country rectoty 
sort, and they’d appreciate it. This is the address in 
Norfolk. Say something nice, and stamp it all over with 
Corps Headquarter’s notepaper. They’U like that as 
well. 

\He goes nearer the window, and, in the fading light, 
writes on a slip of paper and hands it io Digby. 

St. Aubyn. If he doesn’t come through, I don’t care 
to come through myself, I don’t think. I’m going to 
cancel my leave and stay out here with him tUl the push 
IS over. I care about him more than anyone I’ve ever 
met in my life. 

Major Digby. More than Hermione? 

St. Aubyn {after a second). I think so. Much. 

„ [Smith comes into the room. 

■ bMiTH. Hullo, it’s as dark as the pit in here. Let’s 
have some light. 

St. Aubyn. The switch has gone phut. I tried it. 

Smith {shouting). Grace ! . 

Ertag son., oondfa, .vill you. 

[Grace goes out. 
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Jackson ;got do^oi all right ; \vith a filthy landing, as 
usual. 

\Thc three men look at one another, Grace Mngs in 

> several candles, sticks them in bottles or on to 
ledges with their own grease, lights them, and 
retires.] 

Major Digbv [observing the two young men). I’d 
better be slinging my hook back to the Corps. It's 
getting late, and there’s work to do. ' 

Smith. Won’t you stay and feed, sir ? 

hlAjOR Digby. I’m sorry, I can’t. 

St. Aubyn [his hand on the bell). A spot of something ? 
Come on. 

Major Digby. No thanks, very much. My head’s not 
strong enough for all the things you lad’s brew here. So 
long. 

Smith and St. Aubyn. Good mght, sir. 

Digby [at the door). By the by, as you’re on the early 
fiip to-morrow, one of you had better come across to 
the Corps as soon as you land, and make a personal 
report. Both, if you like. I’ll ask Redfern to let you 
have a car. Goodbye. 

, [He goes out. There is a pause. 

Smith. Well ? 

St. Aubyn [his mood suddenly changed to one of excite- 
ment). We seem to be in it ah right to-morrow. D’you 
like the feeling ? 

Smith. I don't know. 

St. Aubyn [coming close to him). It’s beginning 
to excite me. I didn’t like it a minute ago. Now 
I do. 

Smith [noticing his trembling). Go easy, Bih. What a 
neurotic devil you are ! . , , 

St. Aubyn. We’ve got the first -show. It isn t much 
more difficult than the later ones, and it’s the star turn 
of the day. We want to bring it off decently. 

Smith [thoughtfully) . The iS-pounder barrage is the thing 
to keep clear of. It’h be like a hail storm. I won’t 
go down through it thl you say we must. ^ [Pause.) 

St. Aubyn [changing ground). What ffid you really 
say to my people to-day ? You were civil, I hope. 
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[Grace anS, another hatman come in, bringing more 
candles, and spread the table cloth. Sjiith is 
silent till they go^ 

Smith. I told them I’d pinched your letter, and that 
you’d he writing to-night. You’d have missed the post 
otherwise. 

St. Aubyn. I’ll write a line after dinner. Are you 
writing to yours ? 

SsHTH. I think so, [TPanse.) 

St. Aubyn. Good, i^d then we can have our fun 
to-morrow ^vith a free mind. {He suddenly gives a shrill 
shriek of happiness.) 

Smith. Easy, dear man. I don’t see w'hat you’ve got 
to he so darned excited about. 

[The BATJiiVN returns to continue the laying. Several 
more of the flight come back, smartened up, with 
their hair brushed, and tunics on.] 

_ Gaythorne {going to the gramophone). What say to a 
little canned music, hoys, till the eats come on ? 

St. Aubyn. Let her loose. Buddy — ^if the infernal 
noise amuses you. It don’t hurt me any. 

[More members of the flight come in, the gramophone 
is started, and Grace hands round a tray of glasses. 

{Curtain.) 



ACT I 


Scene II 


A fantastic scenes 

It represents a dug-out in the line at ii p.nu of the same 
night, but, inasimich as both a group of English 
privates and of German privates arc sleeping peaceably 
in ii, divided only^by a small methylated cooking stove, 
ii can obviously be no dug-out that ever existed. 

The English are on' the right, the Ger^nans on the 
left. The German corner of the dug-out is not yet 
ilhonwated. 

The roof of the dug-out is about 5 feet high, so that 
no one can move or stand up without stooping, A narrow 
tunnel at the back and a flight of steps leads out to the 
upper air. The ivalls arc clay, supported by beams 
or fra 7 nesJ' The tin hats and minor equipment of 
the occupants arc strewn about the floor or hun^ on 
the walls. The men have their gas-masks in small 
haversacks shtng on them. 

One of the English privates, a thin, unhealthy-looking 
lad of just midcr twenty, is sitting up in the centre, 
keeping an eye on the stove and reading by the light 
of a candle. The rest of his compatriots and the Germa^is 
are asleep. When they come to sit up, ik will be seen 
that all alike — English and Germans — iheir uniforms 
arc thick with dust, chalk, and dried mud, and that 
iheir wearers are m the last stages of filth. Their hair 
is cropped close like convicts ; their chins, being^ shaved 
and comparatively clca 7 \, emphasise in a startling way 
the grime, sweat, and dust that cakes the rest of their 
physiognomy. They are all, in these conditions, repul- 
sively hideous. One of the English, a heavy man about 
50, a liitlc bald but with a bristling moustache, m 'pri- 
vatc life a navvy, brings his sleep to a close with a loud 
* Probably played through a gauze.* 
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snore, and starts tip on his dbow with a cry oj terror, 

‘ and a hurst of profaniiy.i 

The Navvy. Gav/d! Gavrd! Not that. Ach, not 
through there. Not that ! [He remains blinking and 
tremhling, and looks up at the lad by the stove.) Gawd, 
I've been dreamin'. 'WTiat's the time. Cocky? Is it 
stand-to yet? 

Tm by the Stove [looking at his wrist^watch). 
It's just after half-past eleven. Six hours more for us ! 

The Nawtt. Thank Gawd for that, lie an' Stoggs 
'as got another guard to do at midnight. Thank Gawd 
it ain't termorrer yet. Right through the guts, 'e 'ad 
me, the swine. But Tve been dreamin'. Five-firty 
termorrer. Over the top at five-firty termorrer — an' 
the best of luck. That's vrhat done it, I expect. What 
yer cookin' ? 


The ilATT BY THE STO%rE. Some stuff I had sent out 
from home. Slilli and cocoa cub^ or something. It 
helps to pass the time. Want some ? 

The Nav\^. No thanks, mate. That muck ain't no 
good to me. Gawd, it ought to be cool down 'ere — twenty 


[Aie jeds Jot and lights a cigarette, having to hend his 
head over at a grotesque angle to save catching his 
moustache alight with the match. Looking to the 
other side of the dug-out, xvliich for the first time 
becomes illuminated^ 

Os that there:* (The SLas by the Stove goes on 
reading.) Q s that. Cocky ? Kripes ! It ain’t Jerries. 

^ ^ dreamin’ again ? ’Ere, 'o is it. Cocky ? 

J.HE i\lAE BY THE Stove {without looking Up). They’ve 
been there some time. 

dVer mean? “Some time?’’ 
ere . Ere, Fagin ! {kicking his neighbour with 

com-erBaticra of tfie 
c^:ception of the speeches of Honny St. 
ated b-' nf syllables of the men are ptracta- 

in W Sd vords-rrhich ugly 

to them aS tte “ 

The Germans, having no srvear words, don’t use anv. 
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his foot). Gawd, I’m dreamin’ bad. ’Ere, mean to say 
those is Boshes over there ? 

The Man by the Stove. ,Why shouldn’t they be? 

The Navvy {^ 7 mich alarmed). ’Ere, Fagin ! Torrins ! 
’Ere, all of yer, look at that now ! ’Ow did they get 
’ere? Gawd strike me (/o.The Man by the Stove), one ’ud 
think you were dreamin' as well. Dustbins, ter look at 
yer. They’re Jerries. ’Ow ’er we ter get ’em out 0’ this ? 

The Man by the Stove. I don’t see that we need. 
It isn’t five-thirty to-morrow morning yet. 

, The Navvy. Yer don’t see, don’t yer ? Let ’em 
stay ’ere an attack us afore we go over the top to attack 
them ? Gawd’s strewth ! ’Ere, I must do it myself. 
{He crawls over to the Middled grotip of Germans and hesi- 
tates, looking down at them.) Kripes ! they’re aU sleepin’ 
like ’ogs. What’s ter do with them ? {He pauses, and 
then gives the nearest a gentle push.) ’Ere, Jerry, you 
ain’t got no call ter be in 'ere at all. 

The Nearest German {waking). What d’you say, 
Englishman ? 

The Navvy {fiercely). I sa5^s as you’d better barge 
out of this double quick. Afore we stmt on you. Or 
there won’t be nothing left ter barge with. ’O the ’eU 
d’you think we are — ^buttin’ in in our dug-out like this ? 

The German. It isn't five-thirty to-morrow morning 
yet, Englishman. 

The Navvy {nonplussed). Gawd, an’ you’ve got the 
time of our zero-hour as well ! 

The German {sitting up). Our officers told us if you 
attacked at all to-morrow morning it would be at five- 
thirty or thereabouts. There’s never any choice of time 
for attacks, no variety. It always has to be just after 
night, and just before sunrise. 

The Navvy. Blame me if you aren’t right. Over the 
top an’ the best of luck— -it’s always in the bleedin’ dawn. 
An’ all your pals ? 

The German. You know you're going to fight us, 
'and we know that we’re' expected to fight you — at five- 
thirty. But until that time we both know nothing s 
going to happen. We thought we’d come and sleep in 
here. 
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The ^Ian by the Stove {indicaiing his saucepan). 
Have some of tliis ? 

The Gerjiah. Thanks. {Some is poured, into a mug 
which he drinks gratefully.) Have you some more ? (The 
Man by the Fire refils the mug, and The Gerjian, waking 
his companions, hands it to them. One or two of the EnglisJi 
privates are now sitting tip, supremely interested.) 

The Navvy. Gawd strike a light I 
The GERiiAN. It’s good stuff. Our rations are bad 
these days. Yours as well ? 

The Man by the Stove. Ours are pretty good, 
considering. 

_ The German. Ours aren’t. Stev/, of sorts, all the 
time. Thin, nasty filth this weather. 

The JIan by the Stove. Have some more of this? 
My people sent ... it got sent out from home, and 
might just as well get used up. It’U all have to be 
buzzed away to-morrow, anyhow. 

\He breaks some cubes into the saucepan and, pours 
some water on top of them from a water bottle.'] 
The German {interested). \^Tiere d’you get your water 
from ? 

The Mj^' by the Stove. There’s a chalk quarry mth 
a spring just behind our support line. {To The Navvy.) 
Isn’t that it, Williams ? 

The Navvy {to The GERiiAN). That’s right, mate ; 
brought up in petrol tins, it is. 'Ow d'you get yours ? 

The Gerjian. We have soda water served out to us, 
as a ration. 

The Navvy. Funny! Soda water! Then it don’t 
Stink of petrol, I expect ? 

Torrins {from the background, a little, stunted Jewish- 
tooking mail). D’you 'ave quarter-master sergeants in 
your army ? ° 


_ _ {Laughter.) 

. '^F^an. We do. Ouis is a good man. He 

pinches for us from other 

^ proper scrounger, ’e is, 
Tt-^ r sergeants an' officers ? 

IHE GERMAN. They’re not as strict as yours, I don't 
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think. They come down pretty heavy if the rifles aren’t 
kept clean. But they’re not bad on the whole. 

Torrins. I thought as you was messed about all day 
long, an’ your officers could ’it you in the face, pretty 
well, an’ you say nothing. (Sniffs.) One lives an’ learns. 
’Ow often d’you get leave ? 

The Navvy. 'Ere, cheeze it, Jewey. Give the pore 
' devil a chanst to take bref. (To The Gerjian.) Are you 
from Tunnel Trench ? ’As the whe been cut proper in 
front of Timnel Trench that' we’re going for termorrer ? 

The German. You'd like to know that, wouldn’t you ? 
If it has, we've got our -wiring parties out to-night 
repairing it. 

The Navvy. Yus, you miild ’ave ! 'Ere, you’d 
better know these blokes, if yer rvill go on sittin' 'ere 
an’ jawing. This is (indicating The Man by the Sto-ve) 
Aubyn — Storb5m — ^Dustbins — whatever you like ter call 
'im. 'E ought to go for an officer, because 'e ain’t no 
good to us. But they won’t 'ave 'im. ’E’s too bad a 
private. ’E’s got a brother an officer in the Flyin^ Corps, 
an’, as they’re none of them any good, ’e ought to go there 
too. This is (catching^ hold of Torrins) . . . 

Torrins (much agitated). 'Ere, I say, I say, man ! 
Is these the Jerries what we’ve got ter fight termorrer ? 

The Navvy (jerking him forward by ilie nape of his 
neck). Come an’ let me introjuce yer. It don’t do no 
good to be afraid of ’em. 'Ere, this is Torrins, a httle 
sheeny man what used to be clerk to a fish shop in the 
Mile End Road. ’E’s a gentleman, too, I\Iister bloody 
Torrins. Yer see 'im ? 

[Torrins shakes hands and withdraws his own very 
quickly.) 

This is Johnny Fagin — ’e,was vith me before the war 
— ^bricklayers’ hodman. (Looking round.) The other pore 
devils is asleep, an’ we’ll let ’em sleep. Time enough 
termorrow. What’s yomr lot ? 

The German. Pretty much the same as yours. I've 
been thirty years in the book-binding trade at Leipzig. 
This young man here (he indicates a sharp-looking youth 
of about 19) is a friend of mine and a student at the Uni- 
versity — he’ll be taken away in a day or two to become 
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a " Kadetten Offizier ” — as you'd say, to get a commis- 
sion. He’s waiting for his papers to come through now.. 
The rest are ... I think one or two of them are in your 
own line of business. {He fiills out a fife ani lights it 
slowly.) 

The German Youth {to St. Aubyn). You say you’re 
going for a commission ; or have tried for one ? 

St. Aubyn. I can’t get one now. I've done field- 
punishment. 

The Youth. Hard luck. 

St. Aubyn. I was a University student as well, like 
you. I didn’t want a commission at first. I came in 
\vith this lot. But there were things I hadn’t reckoned 
with. Some people can’t keep smart. 

The Youth. I know what you mean. 

St._ Aubyn. I couldn’t shine my buttons and keep 
my kit in order, somehow it seemed to go against my train- 
ing or intelligence or something — and I was always getting 
crimed. You know how it is — ^some people aren’t bom 
to be “ good soldiers.” 

The Youth. I know. I’m like that. 

St. Aubyn. And now I’ve had a go of field punish- 
ment out here^ — crucified up to a cart-wheel — I’ll never 
get a commission. I’m just waiting . . . oh, till one gets 
a blighty, or gets pipped off, you know. It doesn’t bear 
thinking about. 

The Youth. I know. It’s hard luck. I could just 
keep my buttons clean enough. I thought I’d be called 
back to go on leave and become a " Kadetten 'Offizier ” 
before the next battle began. But there’s such a fuss 
about the attack you may be going to make to-morrow, 
that my warrant won’t come through now. I’ll have to 
wait till after, I suppose. 

Torrixs {suddenly y io the Germans collectively^. ’Ere, 
Saxons mean, on your shoulder-straps ? 

German. Yes, we’re Saxons, 
to Gawd, ain’t we Saxons too — or supposed 

{General laughter.) 

Am t it a mug’s game ? 



33 


TUNNEL TRENCH 

The Elder German. All this, Englishman ? 

The Navvy {looking round the dt(g-oiit, ihoiightfidly, 
after a pause). You done the same as us, I suppose ? 

The Elder German. Pretty much. 

The Navvy {slowly). In ... in gettin" ready for this 
show an' other shows ? You sweated your hearts out 
these 'ot da3^s, fillin' dry mud into sandbags to make 
parapets and parados — same as we woz doin' ? Of course 
you woz. You carried 'ea\y gas cylinders up to the 
front line till the poles they woz slung on bit into yer 
shoulders — same as us ? ' You sweated on water fatigues 
an' ration fatigues, an' ammunition-carryin' fatigues an' 
bomb“Carryin' fatigues, through miles of twisting, winding 
trenches, till 3^er lost yer way an' didn't know where 
yer w^oz goin', an' could 'ave sat do^vn an' cried with 
tiredness ? You done diggin' parties, an* wrin' parties, 
and bmyin' parties, with the flies bitin' yer and the stink 
of dead like bad fish in yer nostrils from momin' ter 
night and back again ? Same as us ?, Yus, and at the 
end of it, 'ere we are face ter face, aU complete, waitin' 

. for zero termorrer. The ground's marked out an' the 
referee's engaged, and we're all just waitin' fer the whistle 
an' the kick off. Gawd 'elp us fer mugs. • . . {He waits 
a little, and then goes on in rising rage.) An' in all summers 
past, ter lead up to this, you've marched yer feet off on 
these blasted cobble roads, with route marches under a 
'ot sun, with a pack so 'eavy you could 'ardly lift it, till 
yer ivished yer bloody C.O. ridin' ahead on his 'orse 
would fall off an' die, an' let yer 'ave a 'alt ? An' in 
winters' 3^er've stood in wet trenches till the skin was 
rotted off yer feet. An' summer an* winter yer've 'ad 
yer 'ead shaved like convicts, an' been eaten alive with 
lice, wherever yer were, wherever yer went ? An' then, 
before battles like this, yer've stood in trenches an' been 
.shelled — ^blasted — smothered, till the trench woz blown 
in on yer, and yer woz sick an' dizz}^, an' the flesh of 
people yer knew woz bein' scattered on yer like 
bits o' cat's-meat, an' the earth round yer woz heavin' 
like the sea at Margate. Gawd's death, when yer think 
of it. . . . ‘ 

The German {quietly). And we've known all the time. 
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like you, that there is no hope, no hope. That one might 
survive one year, or two years, or three. But that it 
was 'like crawling up a drainpipe to death. If one got 
lightly hit, one would be sent back in the end to be hit 
again. And that in the end of all, one would be killed, 
at the end of one year or t^vo years, or three ; and left 
to rot in the sun or the rain, or buried in a foot of earth 
for a shell to come and dig one up. You've thought 
the same? 

The Nav\^ [wiconijorially). I 'adn't thought as fiir 
as that. 

The Gee3IAH. Do you know why youVe been doing 
aU this? 

The IsAWY, Do vre know why we done it any more 
than you do ? Ain't we as alike as two peas, in all we 
thinks an' fears and does an' 'opes about this bloody 
war ? {He thinks a long time and then is illtaninaied.) 
Except as you 'as soda-w^ater fer a ration, an' v/e as 
v;ater out er petrol cans ? 

The Ger2»iak. Except that you have water out of 
petrol caiB and v/e have soda vrater. , . . Yhat v/as it 
you said it was — a “ mug’s game " ? 

* Tee Navvy. An' I’ll tell yer one thing else. Wo 
don t toow it yet ; you dont’ knov/ it. But I loiow it, 
an it’s true. It ain’t v,^ar that’s the worst thing, there's 
^mething else. . . . Yhen you v:oz cornin' through 
Belgium you woz s\vine — ^not as bad as they said you 
v;oz, but you v/02 bad. You 'ad 'em on the run, an' it 
went. to yer 'eads, same as it alw'ays does. You 'ated 
the people ^that v/oz tmder-dogs when yon woz top- 
s^ve you 'ated us when we woz fightin' equal, 
all these years in trench W’arfare ? 'Ave we 'ated you ? 
Not when you palled up with us Christmas 1914; not 
when we^re sittin' 'ere talkin' nov/. But listen ter this 
norvv. Its Gaw^d's 'oly bible truth. "When v/e get you 
on the run ^a;ith terrible cmvkiiofi ) — as w^e will one day 
maybe m a week — maybe in a year from now ; v/hen 
* turn to see red ... as I'm ahve, we'H lose 

niitc ^ chuck bombs down yer dug- 

v-p'U baynet yer v/onnded . . • 

get ter kiUin yer fer the very love of killin’. . - . 
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Gawd knows why it is, but so it will be. ’Tain’t, and 
won’t be, our fault, but so it will be. 

[He relapses from this exalted vision, and there is a 
silence in the dug-out. A small boy of 18 in an 
English private’s uniform comes down the stairway 
Vito' the dug-out.] 

The Navvy. ’Ullo, Cockey, what are you doin' 'ere ? 
' The Small Boy {taking off his pack and laying it down). 
I ... I don’t know. (To himself, muttering.) I ought 
to have left aU this beastly stuff outside, I expect. 

St. Aubyn.- Hullo, Leetham. ^ 

[The Small Boy looks up and nods. 

The Navvy. You're not going to stop ’ere ? 

Leetham. Yes. ... I am. ... I think so. 

The Navvy. What d’yer mean, yer little fool ? Yer, 
supposed ter be on ten per cents, ain’t yer 1 

Leetham. Yes, but, Williams. . . . 

. The Navvy. Eh ? Get out of ’ere before I push yer 
rotten little baby mug in fer yer. You don’t want ter 
be ’ere now. 

Leetham {in agonised supplication). I couldn’t help 
it, Williams. I couldn’t indeed. Don’t ask me why, or 
laugh at me. I can’t tell you. I've never been in an 
attack like this before. I’ll be aAvfully afraid. When 
my name was read out to stay behind on ten per cents, 

I almost died with relief. But it didn’t last. Perhaps 
. . . but to-night, back in the wagon-line, I felt I had 
to come. I slimk off and came up here. I . . . I’ve 
got to be in it to-morrow •. . . to see what it’s like . . . 
to see if I can stand it. For my own' sake, you imderstand. 
If you send me back, I won’t go. -I just won’t go. I 
won’t. 

St. Aubyn {understanding). Lie do\vn there, then, 
and try and get some sleep. 

Leetham. I wiU. I’ve been four hours tr3dng to 
find the battalion. I’m frightfully tired. {He loosens 
his tunic at the neck, and curls up to sleep on the floor of 
the dug-out, using his pack as a pillow.) 

The Navvy {contemptuously). ’E’ll leam better when 
'e’s seen a bit more. ’E must be out of ’is mind. {Looking 
across at the corner xvhore the Germans are. The corner is 
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beginning to grow niysteriotisly dark.) ’Ave you got any 
marching songs, Jerry ? 

The German {dreamily). We mostly smg music-hall 
tunes on the march. A long time ago, before the war, 
when we were on manoeuvres, we used to have a song — 
an old song — ‘‘ Morgenroth. Morgenroth." " O Sky of 
Da^vn, 0 Sky of Daw, Thou lightest me forth to early 
death.” Written by Hauff ... a hundred years ago. 
But we don’t sing that much now. 

The Navvy. We got one, ain’t we, boys ? Shall' we 
give it ’em ? {He begins to smg softly.) 

I want to go ’ome, 

I want to go ’ome. 

Whizz-bangs an’ bullets are failin’ galore, 

I don’t want to go to the trenches no more. 
Take me over the sea 
Where the Alle-mans can’t get at me; 

Oh my ! I’m too young to die. 

I want to go ’ome. 

{The doleful chorus, softly taken up by the others, dies 
away. The Navvy looks across to the German^ 
corner which is now quite dark.) 

The Navvy. Kripes ! I thought there woz Jerries 
over there in that comer, and that we woz singin’ them 
a song I I must have been dreamin’ bad. Time enough, 
nve-firty termorrer. 

[He composes himself for sleep like the rest. St. 
Aubyn by the stove remains reading.) 

{Curtain) 



ACT II 

Scene I , 

The Flying Corps Mess next morning. Time, just after 
4.30 a.in. Pitch dark outside. 

Grace, untidy in slacks and shirt sleeves, is laying 
breakfast for two at a small table by the light of a couple 
of candles stuck in beer bottles. 

{All this Scene needs for its production is a quarter- 
stage — a couple of chairs and a table in front of a 
curtain.) 

[Smith enters, carrying a leather coat over his arm. 
Serious and business-likei] 

Smith. 'Morning, Grace. I see you’re on time. {He 
throws his coat dozen on a chair.) 

Grace. Four-thirty, sir, to the tick. 

Smith. What have you got ? 

Grace. Eggs and bacon, sir, ready now, sir. 

Smith. Good. We’ve not got much time to spare. 
We’ll need to get off the ground a few minutes after five. 
It’s still as black as night outside. {He shivers slightly.) 
Also nippy. 

Grace. Jlr. St. Aub5m ready, sir ? 

Smith. He’s out of his bath, and’U be across in a sec. 
Tell him to go ahead with breakfast when he comes. 
I’m just going across to the office to see if any late news 
has come in. 

[He goes out. The Batman shines a plate on his 
\ shirt-sleeves, whistles a bar or two, and brings 

two chairs up to the table. St. Aubyn enters, 
also carrying a flying coat. Sleepy.) 

St. Aubyn. ~ ’Morning, Grace. HeU of an hour, isn’t it ! 

I always feel my face wants soleing and heeling when 
I'm up at this time. Ugh ! {He shivers.) ^Wiat’s to eat ? 
Grace. Eggs and bacon,' sir. 

St Aubyn {helpfully^. Or ... ? 
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Grace. Or ... or bacon . . . sir . . . and . . . 

St. Aubyn (brightly). Or bacon and eggs ? As in the 
last ninety-and-nine mornings of this everlasting war. 
Let’s have 'em, "VVhere’s ... 7 (He catches sight oj 
Smith’s flying coat.) 

Grace. He’ll be back in a minute, sir. He left word 
for you to go ahead. 

St. Aubyn (whistling and lighting a cigarette). Get the 
kitchen alarm-clock, v^l you, and stick it here. Watches 
will be watches, and mine fell into the bathing pool the 
other day and has never been the same watch since. We 
mustn’t be late. 


[Grace disappears and St. Aubyn walks up and 
down, whistling. Smith comes in.] 

St. Aubyn. Any news ? 

Smith. Nothing. 

St. Aubyn. What’s it going to be like fijdng ? 

Smith. I don't know. The air’s absolutely dead at 
the minute, and the stars are still blazing away. It’s 
still nippy outside. 

Aubyn. It won’t be for long. It gets like a hot 
^ time, once the sun’s up, these mornings. 
(They stt down and begin to eat.) D’you know “ Tristan ” ? 

Smith. D'you mean the opera ? I was taken to it ' 
once on leave, but I didn’t make much of it. 

St. Aubyn. You wouldn’t. 

Smith (offended). Beg pardon ? 

Aubyn. Don’t mench. Only it needs knowing 
damn well, i know it well. Only I didn't know I knew 
It as weU as aU that ! Funny. 

Smith. What are you talking about ? 

A Aubyn (preoccupied with his own reminisce 7 tce$). 
Awfully funny. As_ Grace was pulling me out of bed — 
suddenly a bit of it came back to me. A bit in the 
second act, the awakening scene. ... I didn’t know I 
really knew a note of it — that particular part. But, as 
Orace pulled me out and I saw it was time to net up — 
j ou know, suddenly the whole damn passage came 

the orchestration 

I H tnieresled in his own line of thought.) 

if I d been a musician I could have %vritten out 
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the orchestral score of it, bar for bar! And it’s been 
going on in ray head ever since. Miraculous I 

Smith {unimpressed). I don't know much about it. 
It may be all right. These eggs are a miracle of coldness, 

St, Aubyn, You’re a sympathetic devil to tell these 
things to, (ShouHng.) Grace 1 

Grace {appearing. Yes, sir ? 

St, Aubyn, Take this stuff away. I don’t want it. 
If there’s any marm., let's have it. ' , 

[Grace takes his plate and. goes out. 

Smith. You’ll make yourself sick if you go on smoking 
and eat nothing but marmalade 1 Look here — {suddenly 
businesslike) — ^if we’re on the line by five-forty it ought 
to do. We want to have a look at what they call the 
Green Line, six o'clock ; and drop messages at 'divisional 
headquarters. Then we can find out about the Red 
Line just before seven. That’ll be the difficult 'part. 
And then we can flip back, and come down. Yes ? 

St. Aubyn. He said it was the right sector, Tunnel 
trench, etc.,' that was the important part of the Red 
Line ? And that the division would want to know about 
that as soon as possible ? 

Smith. Yes. 

St. Aubyn. Good. Then we mustn’t fool about too 
long over the rest. How long does it take us to get on 
the scene from here ? 

Smith. Fifteen miles — about a quarter of an hour. 
The machine’s out of the shed and I saw them put my 
tin seat into it. So vve’re all right for time. 

St. Aubyn. Did you hear Wesson’s stoiy of his tin 
seat last time he was doing contact patrol ? 

Smith {eating). No. I know he got pipped. 

St. Aubyn. He got shot up pretty badly — I met him 
on leave last time I was in England — and partly, he 
thinks, owing to his tin seat. He told me the story of it. 
He got hit when he was fljdng low, and the bullet loiocked 
a great lump of the armour plate into his leg. _He 
brought himself down all right ; and was taken to a Field 
Dressing Station. He asked if he could have a little 
morphia or something and they said to him, “ Have you 
had any breakfast this morning ? ’’ He said, “ Yes, 
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tons/^ And they said: no morphia for you/' 

Then, he said, they took him back about twenty mdes 
in a motor ambulance, in frightful agony, ai^ when they 
next stopped he said to the new people : Can 1 nave a 
little morphia ? and— just as he saw that they were 
going to say, Have you had breakfast this monnng . 

— ^very quick — ^before they could get the w^ords 
their mouths— he said, No I haven't, I haven t had 
bite or sup for forty-eight hours, ^ Damn it, S^^e me my 
morphia/’ And they gave him his morphia. And alter 
that he was all right. 

Smith {jmcomforiably). Is this a moral stoiy ? 

St. Aubyn. I thought it would cheer us both up a 
bit. . That’s why I told it. D'you know Swinburne ? 
S311TH [sourly). No. \\Tiat squadron’s he in ? 

St. Aubyk. He isn’t in a squadron. He’s with God.. 
But ahvays, in the early morning, those fields in be^veen 
here and the line remind me of a thing of his — ^e 
dawn upon them — empty of colour. . . . D’you remember 
the last contact we did from here ? 

Smith. In April? 

St. Aubyn. Yes. Getting off the ground as early as 
this, and watching the smoke begin to come out of the 
farm-house chimneys, and seeing the fiel^ stretch aw^ 
and away into the distance, grey and flat in the half-light 
like an mland lake. [He begins to declaim.) 

*‘Does the dim ground grow any seed of ours. 

The faint fields quicken any terrene root. 

In low lands where the sun a 7 id moon are mule 
And all the stars keep silence. . . ? ” 

{^inore and more excited.) You know; just like now, 
when the stars go dead and there’s absolutely nothing 
showing at all. It's from the to someone or 

other,” I think, 

Smth [impressed, in spite of himself, by the poetry). 
Have you done talking this a\vful muck? Look here, 
it’s about time to start. Come on. 

St. Aubyn, Half a minute. (Shouting.) Grace ! 

Grace {at the door). Yes, sir ? 

St. Aubyn {to Smith). \Vhat time’ll we be back here 
finally ? 



TUNNEL TRENCH 


41 

Smith. We ought to have polished off everything, 
•and satisfied their curiosity at the Corps, by about nine 
. o’clock. 

St. Aubyn. Nine ? All right. Have baths ready 
for us then, Grace, and some more breakfast. I’ve made 
but a poor meal — probably been 'talking too much. I’ll 
be peckish by then. Come on, laddy. 

[T/iey go out, and. Grace starts to char away the 
breakfast!\ 

' {Curtain.) 



ACT II 
SCEKE II 


The^ General Staff Office of ihe Ar7ny Corps a couple of 
hours later, about 7,30 a.m. 

One of a series of huts built in the grounds of a 
chateau tm or twelve miles behind the lUies. 

It is a large plain roo7n swiilar to the Fly big Corps 
Mess (m prodiiciio 7 i the saine stage set could be used), 
but with no carpet, a few bare tables littered with papers, 
a7id maps mstead of frivolous pictures 07t the walls. 
Ma7iy 77iore 7naps also 07t easles a7td sia7ids. {All 
these 7naps are of ihe sa7}ie sectio7i of ihe front line — 
S077xe relief maps, S07ne plain, some showi7Xg our oW7i 
divisions in line, so77ie ihe Gertixan divisions. The 
largest of all, displayed proxxibxexiily so that the audiexice 
can see it, has a bold greext line draw7i ahxxg the Ger77xa7t 
fro7xi line trench, a similar red luxe alo7tg their 
reserve trench) 

O71 the right is a door to ihe Chieffoff Staff's ro077i. 

It is by now a hriUia7xily sunny 77 iorning outside. 

Major Digby is sitting at a table going through 
documents, iakbig them methodically frorxi a 7 i In" 
basket, readbxg ihexn, and passing ihexn across to the 
"Out" basket. 

[ A71 outer door ope 7 xs and a Youkg Ofhcer, very 
sleepy , C 07 nes m ) 

Young Officer. Good morning, sir. 

Digby {snappishly). WTiy the hell aren^t you do^vn 
here before this ? ' 

Young Officer. “ Why ! 

aware, I suppose, that there's a battle 

^Young Officer. A what ? Then it is a battle after 


At 
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Digby. I should have thought you might ha've 
heard it. 

Young Officer. Good Lord, I did. The din woke 
me up hours ago, at about five o’clock, but I thought it 
was only a Chinese barrage and that nothing was happen- 
ing. {Pettishly.) How on earth was I to know tliat 
actual zero was to be to-day if nobody told me ? 

Digby. Get across to the Gunners' Office and see if 
they've had any messages in. 

Young Officer. Has anything come through to us 
yet ? 

Digby. Nothing yet. Except that they went over 
the top a couple of hours ago. Nothing. 

\The Young Officer goes out. General Leoyo, 
the Chief-of-Siaffi comes in from his room. He 
is a tall, spare man, about 50, dark.'l 

General Lloyd. Good morning, Digby . 

Digby. Good morning, sir. 

General Lloyd. Nothing yet ? 

Digby. Nothing. _ - 

General Lloyd {walks up to one of the maps and xetth 
his arms clasped behind him and, his back to the audience, 
gazes down upon it.) 

{Long silence.) 

This waiting’s pretty bad. 

Digby {looking up from his work at the brilliant early 
morning sunshine outside). They’ve got a good morning 
for it. 

General Lloyd. Marvellous. {He also looks cut.) 
The lawns and lakes and the chateau itself are looking 
' lovely this morning. YTiat is it that smells — the lime- 
trees ? 

[.d Dispatch Rider, dusty from a motor-cycle, knc'ks 
at the door, enters, and hands an enveleke ie 
Major Digby, who glances at the time e.n.i emnds 
him a receipt.} 

Digby {opens the envelope, glances at the 
passes it to General Lloyd. Then, to texe Pisv.v'V'l 
Rider). Has- the Chief got this ? 

Dispatch Rider. General Mallorj’, sir ? 

•.[Duiby 
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A copy of it’s gone up to the chateau, sir, 

Digby, Right. , ^ 

[The^ Dispatch Rider goes out ^ Fausc. 

Digby, Nothing much. It’s very late in coi^p 

Gekerae LtOYD (reading, and looking over at the oig 
map). ''The Green Line, 6.20/’ Yes; thats hours 
ago. They should have got the Green Line by tben. 
Half-past seven now. They should be on the 
by this — should have had it some time. Tunnel Trench 
and the Schv/aben Redoubt — the right sector. Its the 


one big risk. , ^ 

Digby. Two battalions are going for it. ^ 

Gekeral Leoyd. I know. The Twen^-Seventh Dm^ 
sion couldn't put more on to it. But it s the one big 
difficulty. The rest . . . should not have been ^cult 
{he gives a short, harsh laugh), except for casualties and 
that sort of eye-vrash. 

[A pause. General Lloyd goes lack and resumes 
his position in front of the map, "^obviously inte7tsely 
nervous and strung up?^ 

Digby. The Chief out riding ? 

General Lloyd. I think so. 

Digby {rather 'sarcastic). He's got a good morning 
for it. 

General Lloyd. He's right. Neither he nor I nor 
anyone else hack here can do any mortal good until things 
have sorted themselves out. Until v/e knmv how far 
they've got at the end of the day, and see what’s left 
to be done to-morrow. To-morrow ! ^Wiat's the use of 
us here ! ^Ve might as well be awa}^ on leave, or in hell. 
He's lucky to be able to go out riding and forget it for 
a bit. But I can't I Wliat a morning for it all ! Do 
they like it better being IdUed on a day like this, or in 
some filthy winter snow storm ? 

{Anoiher Dispatch Rider coiiies in. 
Dispatch Rider [to Digby). Twd messages, sir. 

Digby (receipting. Have they gone up to the chateau ? 
Dispatch xider. Yes, sir. 

\He goes out. 

Digby [rcadht^, "First telegram confirmed." That's 
u bit old by now. [Reading the oilier^) ** Left and Centre 
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Dmsions on Red Line 7.10.” That’s good. That’s 
what j^ou wanted. Part of it, at least. 

_ General Lloyd. But nothing about the Right Divi- 
sion — ^Timnel Trench and Schwaben ? Have the Twenty- 
Seventh got them ? When shall we hear ? But we 
can’t expect to hear yet, 

\T]ie telephone on Digby's table rings. 
Digby (flurried). Goddam ! Hullo, hullo; (He waits.) 
Hullo. (He waits.) Hullo. Right (To General Lloyd.) 
It’s from the Squadron, fhe fl3dng people. It’ll be Redfem. 
(To the telephone.) Hidlo. Yes. Yes. It’s Dig. Yes. 
The Green Line ? Yes ; we know that. The Red Line ? 
— especially the Right sector — the bit the Twenty-Seventh 
are going for ? Yes ? Yes ? (suddenly dejected). Oh, 
God! Wait a minute. (To General Lloyd.) "Doubt- 
ful 1 Doesn’t know.’’ 

General Lloyd. Here I (He snatches the receiver 
from Digby.) General Lloyd speaking. Tunnel Trench. 
Timnel Trench. ^Vhat about it ? . . . YTiat were the 
indications, then? \^Tio was shelling it? "Someone was 
shelling Tunnel Alley ? ’’ Wait a minute. (He thinks.) 
Who of your people was doing the contact patrol ? Send- 
ing him here ? Good. Good. " Confirms that Left and 
Centre divisions are holding their part of the Red Line ? 
Good. Good. Good. (He slowly hangs up the receiver. 
Then thinking, and looking at the big map.) If Tunnel 
Alley’s being shelled, it may be they’re shelling it because 
we’re in it ; or it may be us sheUing it because they’re 
in it. If we’re held up there a long time. . . . Do you 
know who’ve been doing tlie contact patrol ? 

■■ Digby. A boy called Smith and a boy called St. Aubjm. 
General Lloyd. You know ’em ? 

Digby. One of them.. 

General Lloyd. How- much can one really see from 
the air ? Enough to be reliable ? 

■ Digby. It depends. If the}' go rather low they get 
caught in our barrage, and if they go underneath that 
they get shot at from the ground. It’s partly experience, 
partly luck. Some of ’em seem to manage. 

[A Clerk conies in and lays a telegram on Digby’s 
table.] 
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Digby. Thanks. 

[The Clerk goes out. 
A report on the number of trains seen going into 
Cambrai railway station last night. Hardly relevant at 
the moment. 

General Lloyd, Number unusual ? 

Digby. About ordinary. ' {Listening.) That's probably 
them, the squadron car. 

\There is the sound of a car being drawn up on the 
gravel outside, and a moment later St, AubyN 
comes into the room, very flushed and excited and 
pleased with himself, still carrying a leather flying 
coat over his arm^ 

St. Aubyn {rushing up to Digby). Hullo, Dig. What 
cheer ! {perceiving General Lloyd). I beg your pardon, 
sir. 

Digby. This is General Lloyd. Have you got much 
to say? 

St. Aubyn {excitedly). We had a ripping time . . . but 
you^ don't want to hear that. About Tunnel Trench, I 
don't know. That's the point, isn't it ? Someone’s up 
taking a look now. 

General Lloyd {eagerly). You can't say anything 
definite ? 

St. Aubyn. Only guesses, sir, about that. 

General Lloyd. You've told aU you know to Har- 
wood, the 27th Divisional Commander ? 

St. Aubyn. Yes, sir. 

General Lloyd. What was it ? 

St. Aubyn {drawing folded maps and scraps of paper 
from his pocket). It was this, sir, vaguely. I and Smith 
got on the line )Bst after zero. There was a terrific 
OR — the best I've ever seen. Marvellous ! 
We waited about a bit, and then went down to look at 
the fir^ objective. We’d got that right/ along, certain, 
0.20. we went back and dropped messages saying 
so on Divisional headquarters. Then we went back to 
mok ^ at ^e Red Line. The Left division and Centre 
oiv^ion had got their part of it, that I swear to. Time 
7 *^# or so. The Right division was doubtful. 
vjeneral Lloyd. What could you see ? 
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St, Aubyn. Not much. Our people here {indicailitg 
map) just this side of Tunnel Trench, hanging about in 
shell holes. Terrific shelling of Tunnel Alley, 7.15, either 
by them or by us I don’t know. Our people here {indi- 
cating map). We got heavily shot up from Schwaben 
Redoubt, 7.17, so I suppose the Huns were still there. 
Smith didn’t think the shooting came from the redoubt, 
but I did. 

[Generajl ]\rALLORY, a heavy, slow-moving man of 
about 60, enters the room quietly.) 

General Lloyd (nervously, to St. Aubyn). Coxildn't 
you . . . couldn’t 5mu make certain ? 

St. Aubyn (looking round at General Mallory). 
Good morning, sir. 

General Mallory. Go on, my boy. (Taking out a 
small gold cigarette case, and helping himself.) Dare I 
offer you one ? They’re only " ration.” 

St. Aubyn. Er . . . thanks, sir. 7.25, we went back 
up the Red Line for luck ; and then we thought we’d 
have a dash right down low over Tunnel Trench and 
Schwaben to make certain and . , . 

General Mallory. Then ? 

St. Aubyn. No good, sir. Just as we really came 
vithin range of seeing what was up, we got a bullet, 
ping ! on our engine, and as it took one of the rocker- 
arms away, we thought we'd better come home. (To 
Digby.) Gaythome and Pudgy are up there at the 
minute. 

General Lloyd. Anything else ? 

St. Auby’N. I don’t think so, sir. Terrific heavy 
shelling of our back areas by the Boche, of course. 

General i\lALLORy (muttering). It’s bad. Or, rather, 
it’s not good. If they’ve failed over Tunnel, Hanvood'll 
have to begin attacking again immediately. It can't be 
helped. 

General Lloyt?. No, sir. (They withdraw to the back 
of the room, talking.) 

Digby (aside to St. Auby’-n). Did you have good fun? 

St. Auby’'N (the (esthete). It was marvellous ! The 
finest barrage I’ve ever seen in my life ! And they were 
trying some new smoke-screen dodge as well . . . great 
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columns of white smoke streaming up to heaven like a 
thousand volcanoes, or the fire roimd Brynnhilde’s rock 
. . . and all with the early morning sunlight on it 
Good Lord, I shall write books or paint pictures or do 
something, after all this. It was incrediUd 

Digby. How’s Smith ? 

St. Aubyn. When we came down he went to nave 
a hath, and he’s in the air now testing a new machine. 
I'm going back to the squadron to get some more break- 
fast ; ' and then lie on my back aU day watching other 
people fly. Dig. 

Digby. What ? 


St. Aubyn (seriously). Dig, I say. I think we did 
all we could about that blasted Tunnel Trench. It 


would have been no good going on as we were. 

Digby. My dear man. It was up to you to judge. 
About your brother. 

St. Aubyn. Eh ? Ronny ? 

Digby. He’s in the 33rd Brigade. It’s now in the 
27th Division. 

St. Aubyn. What ? _ {Pointing io the map.^ 

Digby. He’s there — ^in the show somewhere. I found 
it out last night, but I didn’t ring you up. He’ll be aU 
right. 

St. Aubyn [appealingly). I say. Dig ... it can’t 

be . . . 


General Lloyd [from the hack of the room). St. Aubyn. 

St. Aubyn. Sir ? j t j' 

General Mallory [kindly). You know this bit of the 
line pretty well, my boy ? 

St. Aubyn. Pretty well, sir. 

General Mallory. The Twenty-Seventh Dmsion will 
probably be attacking again by now. They’ll have had 
to, if what you, say about Tunnel Trench and the redoubt 
IS correct. You see ? 

St. Aubyn. Yes, sir. 

General Mallory. So what I want you to do now, 

to go up again and have another look at it. You 
don’t mind ? 

St. Aubyn. No, sir. 

General Mallory. At Tunnel Trench only, and the 
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redoubt. You see, you know better than the, other boys 
how things last stood there. Your pilot all right ? 

St. Aubyn. Quite, sir. 

General IMallory. Go back to your squadron then, 
and ask Major Redfem, from me, if jmu can do this, 
\vill you ? Not at once — ^it would be no good, but in 
half an hour. And then come straight back here. 

St. Aubyn. Yes, sir, 

Gener/VL Mallory [JicstMiug). Er . . . it's important 
. . . important that you should . . . see quite clearly 
this time, if you can. You see, my boy ? 

St. Aubyn. Quite, sir. 

General Mallory [nervously). Good. {To General 
Lloyd.) Have you had any breakfast yet, Lloyd ? 

General Lloyd. Not yet, sir. I don’t think . . . 

General Mallory. Oh, come along. [To St. Aubyn.) 
\^Tiere were you at school, my boy ? 

St. Aubyn. Carnarvon, sir. Rather a hole. 

General ]\Iallory. A good school. IMany years ago ? 

St. Aubyn. Ages, sir. 

General IMalloral Well, be on the line in about 
half an hour from now. And then come back here when 
you've finished. General Lloyd wiU see you if I’m out. 

■ St. Auba’N. Right, sir. 

[General JIallory and General Lloyd go out. 

St. Aubyn (relaxing). Is that the Corps Commander ? 

Digby. \'iTiat d’you think of him .? 

St. Aubyn. I’m going up in the world — ^hobnobbing 
with all these knuts 1 I wish old Smit had been here. 
But I mill not smoke ration cigarettes. {He throws away 
the one he has been carrying in his hand.) Perhaps I 
ought to have pressed it between the leaves of a book, 
though — ^being from a Corps Commander — ^like a rose 
from her hair after the ball. Never mind. What sauce 
of him, telling Redfem who to push up into the air. 
{Serious a gain ^ I say. 

Digby. Wiat ? 

St. Aubyn. I say. I wonder if my brother's having 
as hellish a time as it looked, doum there on the groimd. 
You know, when one’s in the air looking down at it — 
the crumps churning up the ground and the general 

4 
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carnage— it all looks small . , . like seen tlirough the ^vrong 
end of a telescope ; and one’s got one’s otvti job to take 
one’s attention ofi . . . and one hasn’t time to think. 
I didn’t know he was dovm below. 

Digby [hiiterly). And we, back here, w’ho’ve got 
nothing to take our attention off ? — do j’^ou think it doesn’t 
all seem a Bedlamite tragedy to us ? 

St. Aubyn. I never thought of it being bad for you. 

Digby {touching his red tabs). It’s the price we pay 
for these cursed things, I suppose. 

St. Axjbyji {after a pause). Well, it can’t be helped. 
My bath and breakfast seem indefinitely postponed. 
I’ve had one aheady this morning, but I’m all sticky 
with the heat again. I must be popping off, if his nibs 
really meant what he said. So long, Smit ■vviU curse. 

{The Youkg Officer comes back into the room. 

Young Officer. The Gunners say they’d like any 
messages vre’ve got, sir. {Seeing St. Aubyn.) Good 
morning. 

Digby. A drink before you go? Barry, take him 
across to the Mess and give him a drink. 

St. Aubyn. No thanks, sir. 

Barry. Just a spot ? 

St. Aubyn. Couldn’t, thanks. I’m practically a T.T. 

never touch alcohol before breakfast. Goodbye, Dig, 
see you later. 

Digby. Goodbye. My love to Major Redd\^ 

[St, Aubyn goes out, but puts his head, back inside- 
the door to leer and wink at Digby. His car is 
heard starting up and departing. Digby goes 
to the window and remains resting his arms on 
the desk. ^ The telephone rings. Digby remains 
where he is. It rings again. 

Digby {Jiis head, down on his arms, to Barry). Answer 
It, answer it, can't you ? 


{Curtain.) 



ACT II 


Scene III 

Scene: — The Flying Corps Mess laic the same afternoon 
ahout five o'clock, Gaythorne, the Canadian pilot 
and Ins Obserater arc playing poker at a side table near 
the window, in shirt sleeves and xviih flying boots on. 
Another Man sits in an armchair {centre) reading a 
magazine. 

The remains of tea are on the big table. One or 
two leather coats and flying helmets are lyhtg about 
the room. 

Over everyone and everything there is an air of jaded- 
ness and fatigue as compared loith a fexv hours ago or 
the evening before. 

The Observer has just finished dealing, 

Gaythorne. Last hand. [Looking at his cards,) Happy. 

Observer. Dealer takes two. Your shout. This room's 
like an oven. 

Gaythorne. I'll make it a franc. 

Observer. Two. 

Gaythorne. All right. And three better. Perhaps 
that'll teach you. 

Observer. Ten. 

Gaythorne {retrenching) . Ten ? Ow, come off it. 
You don't mean that ? 

[The Observer nods, 

Gaythorne {throwing doivn his cards). Then I'm 
away. Gee, I can't stay in on a pair of deuces. You're 
about fifteen francs up in all. 

Observer. About, I can't see the damn cards any 
longer. We must have been playing for hours. 

The ]Man in the Armchair. Since lunch-time. 

Gaythorne. Haf after five now. {Crossing to the 
tea-table axid pouring out tea,) Say, this dope's all stewed 
and cold. 


51 
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The Man in the Armchair. Half-past five. I say, 
I've never seen so many of our scouts on the line as to-day. 
The air was full of them. 

Gavthorne {saydonically). Maybe they’d lost their 
way. (Crossing to the notice board and looking at his 
watch.) We perform again in about half aii hour. Pudgy. 

Observer (playing Patience by himself at the table, 
without looking tip). All right. 

, The Man in the Armchair. Tunnel Trench again ? 

Gaythorne. I guess so. All the darned day there’s 
been a fuss about that place. We had it by eleven 
o’clock. Then we were counter-attacked out of it. Then 
we nearly got it again. And when Pudgy and I go up, 
I bet it’ll be to see what’s doing there now — and the 
whole place so blown to pieces you can’t see which is 
trench and which isn’t. Pity the poor stiffs doivn there 
on the ground. 

The Man in the Armchair. Those new Dolphin buses 
are no good. 

Gaythorne. They’re fast. 

The Man in the Armchair. A damned sight too 
fast. Their engines go dud and their people can’t land 
them. 


[Carrington comes into the room, hot and worried. 
Carrington. Hullo. God, what a. day! (He wipes 
his brow.) You’ve heard that Summers and Martin 
were doivn all right ? / 


_ [He helps himself to cold tea. 

What filth is this I 

Gaythorne. Summers and Martin? Good business. 

Carrington, They got shot up, but they managed 
to land in our support line. The 19th Brigade have just 
telephoned through. Martin was hit, but not badly, 
they think. 

The Man in the Armchair. \STiy can’t the Infantry 
leave Tunnel Trench alone for a bit ? 

Ca^ington. I don’t know. They can’t. It’s a key 
something. I suppose they’ll go on at it 
till the whole wretched division's wiped out. What time 
are you due to go up, Gaythorne ? 

Gaythorne. About six, you said, skipper* 
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Carrington. Look here, could you make it a bit 
earlier ? Now ? It’ll save another patrol. They’re 
expecting a counter-attack away on the left, and want 
us to have a machine in the air. There’ll have to be 
another special effort over Timnel Trench later, and I’U 
get somebody else to do that. 

Gaythorne. All right, skipper. Say, we’re out of 
luck to-day, aren’t we ? 

Carrington; It won’t last, at this pace. Look out 
for movements behind their lines especially, and report 
it. The wireless still in your machine ? 

Gaythorne. Sure. 

Carrington. All right, then. Get off as soon as you 
like. It’s rotten luck about Smith. 

Gaythorne [unemotionally). Bloody. Come on. Pudgy. 

[Gaythorne and his Observer go out. Anotlier 
Observer co 7 ncs into the rooin.) 

The New Observer. Any more news about Smith, 
did you say ? 

Carrington. 'Wliat more news could there be ? St. 
Aub5m went down to the C.C.S. with him an hour ago. 
But what good’s a Casualty Clearing Station to a corpse ? 

New Observer. He was quite done ? 

Carrington. Shot in about six places. St. Aub3m’ll 
be no good for anything after this. 

The Man in the Armchair. They were always about 
a lot together. 

Carrington. They eat together, and fooled about 
together, and always went on as though they couldn’t 
live without each other. Smitli even taught him to. fly 
the machine ; and that’s how they got home to-day 
after Smith was ' hit. It’s rotten luck for them both. 
But it can’t be helped. 

[St. Aubyn comes into the room, his face quite grey, 
moving slowly, his voice emptied of its tone. He 
is ten years older than in the morning.) 

St. Aubyn [looking round). Hullo. [He sits wearily 
in a chair.) 

Carrington. Didn’t 3mu get as far as the C.C.S. ? 

St.' Aubyn. He died on the wa5\ [Heavily.) I 
thought I’d better come back here. 
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Carkington. How . . . Low are you feeling ? 

St. Aubyn {quite ionelessly). All right. 

[The Man in the ARiicHAiR ajid- the Observer gel 
uj> and quietly leave the room.'\ 

Carrington {shifting front foot to foot). I'm awfully 
sorry. I'm awfully sorry for him. He was a first rate 
man. . . . 

St. Aubyn [as before). He was. 

Carrington {hurriedly). I must get on and push that 
patrol up into the air to see about Tunnel Trench. 
There's another vrar on about it. WeTe so damned 
short-handed now. Evelyn'U have to go. 

St. Aubyn. 'Who'll he take with him ? 

Carrington. I don't know. Anybody' he can get, I 
suppose. I should go and lie do’wn and rest. 

[He goes out/ Pause. 
St. Aubyn {shouting feebly), Grace! 

[Grace appears. 

St. Aubyn. Go ... go and get me a bath. Go on. 
And then I'll go to bed. 

Grace. Mr. Smith, sir? 

St. Aubyn {without any feeling. Mr. Smith is dead. 
Grace {quietly). I beg your pardon, sir. 

[He goes out. St. Aubyn is left alone. 
St. Aubyn. I'm tired- . . . The cro^vn o' the earth 
. . my Lord." . . . What are we going to do tc^ 
morrow? Smitl Smit! 0, my dear. {He puis his 
head in his hands, and so&s.) 

[Major Digby appears at the door. 

, Digby. I heard, at the Corps. It was a good effort 
of yours to get him down lilie that. 

St. Aubyn. Was it ? I don't think I'll fly again. 
Digby. How many months have you done out here, 
this time ^ 

St. Aubyn. Just over six. 

Digby. Could you go home when you hked — ^now? 
St. Aubyn. I could have gone a month ago. 

Digby [hesitating). How did it happen this morning ? 
A shot from the ground ? 

St. Aubyn. Not that. I don't remember. Yes, I 
do. It was a Hun two-seater ; he had us cold. 
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Digby. How do you mean ? 

St. Aubyn {slowly). We were high up. Somewhere 
above Schwaben. I was using my field-glasses. Smit 
was looking do^vn over the side as well. The first thing 
I knew, the other aeroplane, the Hun, was diving on us. 

Digby. Didn't Smith see him ? 

St. Aubyn. Smith got a bullet in his shoulder and a 
bullet in his leg first go off, before he knew anything 
else. He kicked the machine into a spin . . . and we 
went down and do^vn and dowii. . . . The Hun didn't 
chase us. 

Digby. Were you hit ? 

St. Aubyn. Not I. . . . And then we proceeded to 
get back. ... I saw that Smith had fainted — ^he was 
hit in other places as well, and had fallen right forward 
in his cock-pit — and I caught hold. He'd taught me 
to fly. I could fly the machine on my o^vn. I could 
even make good landings. ... I flew it back half-way 
home . . . and then he recovered and took on for a 
bit . . . and then I brought it in and landed it. . . . 
But it was no good. No good. . - . He had managed to 
fly it himself for miles of the wa}^ all shot to pieces, 
because he thought it would be sa\dng me. He 
on till he was almost dead. Dig ! He kept his head 
clear ... he tried to help me land. He brought my 
own carcass home when I'd have^ given my o\to Me s 
blood to have done the same for him. . . . {Wtm a cry.) 
What am I to do for him now ? Dig, what am I to do 


for him now ! u d 

Digby. Quietly. Quietly. Did you like him so much . 
St. Aubyn (fiercely). I can't go quietly. I wont go 
quietly. Do you think you know what we were to eac i 


other ? 

Digby. You hadn’t kno^vn him long ? 

St. Aubyn. Five months. Five months— not or tnis, 
murders and massacres — but five months of ^ mmer 
flying together, swimming together. . . . And, ig 
Digby. Yes. . t 

St. Aubyn. It's too absurd to say it; bu 
older than him. His brain was ]ust 
unfolding, just beginning to take an interest g • 
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Dig, d'you know what it is when someone you knov/ 
very well begins to use the same sort of phrases 3^ou 
use ... to gradually grov/ into and become like you . . . 
to accept j'our ideas. . . . 

Digby- Oh, Bill. 

St. Aubyn. Yes, it was almost as if he were my son. 
I was so much older than him . . . and, God forgive me, 
he thought such a lot of me. And now . . . because 
he’s so young, because he’d have made so magnificent a 
man . . , he’s gone and got pipped off, gone and got 
shot up, as if be were so much carrion, so much rubbish 
to be chucked away out of the world, before he’d lived, 
before he’d loved. . . . Dig, I v/ish the world had died 
in ^ torment before this bloody war had started. I’m 
going mad. I don’t know what to do. . . . 

Digby. (^nic^ly). Go home now. Go home to-morrow 
morning if you can. Stop this infernal game while you’ve 
got a chance. You 7>iusf. I’ve come to teU you. . . . 

[T/:e voice of Carrixgtok is heard just outside the 
door, disputing unth a Canadian pilot, Evelyk. 

Voice of C.aerikgtok. 5 Iy dear chap, why don’t 
you take him ? He’s all right. 

Voice of E\'elyi;. I'd sooner have a sack o’ pea-nuts 
in the back of the machine than him. He’s no damn 
good, I tell you. 

C.ARRiXGTOii [comes hi hurriedly and crosses to the 
Kolicc hoard). Well, 3UU can take Wilmot then. No 
you can t. He’s onty just down out of the air. I don’t 
* you joUy weU can take. Jeffries ? . . . 


St. Aubyk. What’s the matter ? 

Carri.kgton*. Nothing to do with you, Evelyn’s got 
to go up and do the last contact ... at once. There’s 
uie n:^ effort oyer Tunnel Trench now on. You can 
barrage if you listen ; the wind’s the right way. 
likcrc IS a moment of dead silence mhile they listen 

Hp tt-Av/ + 0 / ^5 aicay.} 

He won t take Crawford as his observer 

St. Auby:;. There’s me. 

looking at him 

qu’.chly). AU nght. You’ll do. 
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. Carrington, Don’t be a fool. 

St. Aubyn (to Evelyn). How soon d'vou want to 
start ? 

Carrington (shouting . Shut up, I say, D’you hear ? 
Shut up. Tm running this bloody flight — ^not you. If I 
thought you’d be any good, I’d send you at once. But 
you’re not. You’re almost out of your mind. 

St, Aubyn (also shouting). 'V^at if I am, you 
fool ? What does it matter ? What does anything 
matter now ? I’m your most experienced observer, I 
know that blasted Tunnel Trench backwards by heart. 
Can’t you see I want something to take my mind off 
Smith ? Can’t you see ? Let me go, or I’ll cut your 
heart out, and be damned to you. (Shrieking.) Will 
you let me go ? 

Carrington (shrugs his shoulders, to Evelyn). Would 
you take him ? 

Evelyn (quickly to St, Aubyn). I’m going to run my 
nose along that trench as low as ever I can go, barrage 
be damned. We’ve had enough mucking about for to-day. 
Will you come ? 

St. Aubyn. All the better. Hold on a minute. (He 
collects himself.) Has your bus got a gun in it ? 

Evelyn. Cra\vford’s gun. 

St. Aubyn. I’ll use his then. (Looking round the 
room.) I must get my things. 

Carrington (mutely appeals to Digby). 

Digby. Give me a minute with him. I’ve something 
to say to him, alone. 

St. Aubyn. The last word’s said. 

Carrington (hesitating). There isn’t much time . ; : 
to get anyone else. 

Digby. Please. 

Evelyn (to St. Aubyn). I’ll get the wireless put in the 
machine arid wait for you. Buck up. I can’t wait long. 
[He and Carrington go out, Carrington as usual 
worried and shrugging his shoulders.] 

St. Aubyn (turning on Digby). What is it ? I've got 
a devil in me now that would make me go, if you 1 told 
me I’d get shot up the second I left the ground. What 
is it ? 
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Digby. You can't. You mustn't. I ask you. I've 
Rot something to tell you — that I came here for. 
Ronny . . . 

St. .^ubyn. Eh ? You mean Ronny’s hit ? 

Digby. His battalion . . - 

St. Aubyn. Yes? 

Digby. At a dressing station I saw his colonel. Ob, 
I don’t know details yet. Only his Companj'’ . . . didn't 
get there. The whole wa%’c lie was in withered up, before 
they got to the wire. I don't know where he was last 
seen. . . . 

St. Aubvn {relentlessly). He may be only wounded. 

Digby. Only wounded ? 

St. Aubyn [shouting). What are you tormenting me 
or about this now? On my owti job? Our job — 
Smith's and mine ^ What do you want me to do ? 
Wlicre’s the iiclp for it ? I haven’t seen him for the last 
two years . . . and Smith I left an hour ago ! Leave 
me alone. [With n gesture round nt the empty mess 
roerp.) Thcrc're only these people in the world "for me 
to-day. 

Digbv. Ronny . . . your brother . . . 

St. .-Vt'nvN. And Smith w,as something more than 
th.U. Let me go back to tlic place where that blasted 
Hun got into us. Two years ! . . . I tell you that : 
th“ ks'-f Word’s said. How do I know that I should even 
know hun — after two year? — to-day? Here, I must go. 

t out. (I/e tries to shr.e past Diciiv.) 

C.VBfUST.TOv (rtf the door). If you don't get ofj now. . . 

St. Afi-v.v. Coming. (7o ' Digby.) Goodbye, old 
t-un';, I . , . I'll chuck off later. Thanks all the 
i-urw. i'll all right. 
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matter now ? ” I’d better be getting back to the Corps s 
Ring me up when ho comes down. Will you do that ? 

Carrington.- If .you like. Forgive us making fools of 
ourselves like this. Goodbye, sir. 

Digby. Goodbye. 

[He also goes. Carrington stands hesitating and 
then goes over to the notice board, and begins biting 
his nails in front of it.'\ 

Carrington. Grace ! 

[Grace appears. 

Grace. Wiere’s Jlr. St. Aub}^, sir ? 

Carrington. In the air. About dinner to-night. . . . 
You’ll have to hold it till late again, till about half-past 
eight, and for everj'^ night for a long time after this. 
We’ll be about four men short to-night in any case. Mr. 
lilartin’s hit. Get his kit packed up. He’h need it in 
hospital. Get Mr. Smith's together as well. No; Mr. 
St. Aub5m’ll want to do that himself. God ! I’m tired. 
(fie sinlis down in a chair.) 

{Curtain.) 



ACT III 

Scene I 

A shell-hole in the churned-up waste in front of Tunnel 
Trench. About ii o'clock the same night. 

The inside of the shelUcrater is seeyi ^ the audience ; 
the walls slope upwards for seven or eight feet, and 
beyond them is a line of posts and fantastic ctirves of 
barbed wire silhouetted against the night sky. 

The sky is full of the light of an unseen moon. 

There is a lull in the battle and everything is quiet, 
except that at intervals of two minutes or so there is 
the sound, very far off, of a single heavy shell bursting 
' — one of our howitzers at work on some disiayii objective 
. behind the enemy lines — a low rumble mixed with a 
metallic sound, like a sack of coals being dropped on 
to corrugated iron two streets away~faint enough to 
he only just perceptible. 

There are three figures in the shell-hole, two lit by 
moonlight, the third partially in shadow. One of them 
is obviously a corpse, huddled at the bottom. The 
seco7id is the elderly Gerlian of the night before, lying 
back with his eyes closed. The third is Ronny St- 
Aubyn. 

There is again heard the low sound of the shell in ^ 
the distance. 

; Ronny {muttering to himself restlessly). Hasn't that 
how. finished it yet ? ^ What's it doing ? Shelling a 
Hun cross-roads — knocking out some transport horses? 
Why doesn't someone come to see me ? Am I to stay 
in a rotten shell-hole all night ? Why should I lie down 
upon the brown earth. . . . I'm so damned thirsty. Go 
on^ how. ; shoot 'em up some more. I can wait and 
1 can listen. I can time it now : Whump ! . . . Whump \ 

6o 
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you bloodthirsty s\vine. You’ll pop again in a minute. 
Wliy doesn’t someone come . . . someone I can talk to, 
. . . Wait a minute. You’re nearly due. . . . 

\Hc waits and listens, and again the distant shell-hurst 
is heard.} 

{Shouting.) Ah, you devil. Why should I be alone ? 
\Wiy isn’t somebody here ? ]\Iummy, don’t be so long. 
{Coming more to himself.) Hi ! Why can’t I move ? 
{Seeing The Gerjian lying back motionless.) Hi ! \\dio 
are yon ? Can you say things ? Would you like to talk ? 

[He gently props himself to a sitting position and then 
■weakly strikes out at the leg of The German to 
attract his attention. The German does not move, 
but screams. 

Ronny {drawing back). So you’re not dead, aren’t 
you I I thought we all were. . . . {Then slowly, urgently.) 
Water. Have you got water? 

The Genian. Wie, bitte ? Was ist’s ? 

Hovcsy {urgently, insistently). Water. Water. "Water. 
My water bottle’s gone. I’m sick with thirst. 

The German, Warte nur. Vielleicht . . . vieUeicht. 

[Without moving himself more than he can help, still 
lying on his back. The German very gradually 
feels for and extracts his water bottle from his 
equipment and hands it in Ronny’s direction. , 
Ronny leans forward a little and manages to 
take it. He holds the bottle in his hands a long 
time, looking at it, and then puts it down beside 
him.} 

Ronny. Not for me , . . yet. Your leg’s hit, I 
^suppose. {Wandering.) I say, I say. Did you see that 
one that crashed this evening, like a dragon-fly ! SuMight 
on it one moment like a dragon-fly, ^d do^vn in splinters 
the next ! That taught ’em something ! {He laughs atid 
shouts.) Go on, yer devils. Go on, 5 ^er devils. Go on, 
yer devils. And then the ■wire and us on it ! {Relapsing.) 
Why doesn’t someone come ! Bill, why don’t you come ? 
Bill, why don’t you come to me ? {Shouting.) Why 
doesn’t the dawn come ! 

The German. Stehe still, mein kind. 

Ronny {noticing the water bottle and again touching it, 
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hoarsely), I can^t talk German. You'd better shut up. 
Thanks for this. 

{He still Aoes not drink from it hut pats it with his limxi. 
{The scene gets a little darker as the moon passes behind 
a cloudy and another figure, crawling along the 
ground, lowers itself slowly down the side of the 
shell-hole. It touches The German, who again 
shrieks.] 

The Voice of St. Aubyn. Goddam ! Christ ! mo 
is it ? {He looks at the face of The German.) Sony, 
damn you. Ver . . . verwundert ? 

The Gerjian, Geschossen ins Bein. Kann*s nicht 
bewegen. 

St. Aubw. Sony, sorry. I must have jumped on it. 
I must wait here till the moon goes down. Blast the 
corps^ ! ^ 0 God, Tm tired. O God, at last ! {He 
ouches in an attitude of titter exhaustion in the ceiiire of 
the shell-hole. Silence.) 

Ronny {hoarsely, after a pause). What d’you say ? 

Aubyn {starting), mo's there? Who's this? 
Who are you ? * 

Ronny. Aren't you Bill ? and you've come ? 

St. Aubyn. What? 

Ronot {without moving). I didn’t dare beHeve it. 

S T said, " Sony, sorry,” 

your voice ... 0 my God, this is good. 
Come very near. I can’t move. 

[ T. Aubyn leans towards him, and Ronny reaches 
\Vhrr hand and begins fondling U.] 

Arr^m? at his face closely.) 

Are you, Ronny? . . . What do you mean/ about "so 

thmieht^oiJ/?/' * ‘rli.™ stomach, somewhere. , I 
S^AuS m."; all right now. 

Ro4v • ■ • if you are Ronny. . . 

G«ma 5 S'fhl as' 

Got his leg broken, he says. 

aeSpE? crashed in the 
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St. Aubyn {ajter a minute). Then I can give him this 
coat. ... Yes, I crashed. Don’t move, dear man. 
{To The German.) Here ! . . . Kalt ^ WoIIen sie diesen 
Rock haben ? 

The Gerjian. Ich danke sehr. 

_ St. Aubyn. I'm iiot too. Here jmu are. {He arranges 
his fly mg coat clumsily over The German, muttering) I 
suppose he would, be cold. Ronny ! . . . God ! what 
does it all mean ? Is it really you, Ronny ? And all 
hit like this. 

Ronny. Oh, I’m glad you've come. 

St. Aubyn {pending over him). In pain’? 

Ronny-. Only a little. Less now than it was, my 
dragon-fly. Bill ? 

St. Aubyn. Yes ? 

■' Ronny. Bill, ought I to drink this ? {Touching the 
water bottle). I’m awfuUy tliirsty. Ought I ? 

St. Aubyn. I don’t know. 

Ronny {restlessly). How did you get here ? Were 
you the outfit that crashed here late in the evening ? 

St. Aubyn. I was doing the final contact over Tunnel. 
A shell burst in between our Avings. 

Ronny. Then what ? 

St. Aubyn. We hit the ground. The man I was with 
was killed. Is that Tunnel Trench over there ? 

Ronny {weakly). Yes. Yes. Over there. I say. Bill. 

St. Aubw. 'VITiat ? 

Ronny. Do you know if I can drink ? Do you know 
if it’s safe or not ? 

St. Aubyn. Yfliy not ? 

Ron.vy. When one’s hit here . . . I’ve heard one 
oughtn’t to drink if one can help it. 

St. Aubyn. D’you want to awfully ? 

Ronny. Awfullj'’. My tongue’s ... all black. But 
perhaps I oughtn’t to. I’ve been saying to myself I 
oughtn’t to drink ... to be on the safe side. 

St. Aubyn. Do you want to get through ? You’re 
not badly hit, or you wouldn’t be talking, dear 
man. 

Ronny. No, no, I’d be all awful, instead uf feeling 
rather jolly, wouldn’t I ? What a joke. {He laughs 
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shrilly.) Yes, I want to get through. Good God. 
ThereTe people . . . millions of people . . . people. . • • 
Sf . Aubto, Is it people one wants to stay for ? 
Ronny. People ... to do things \vith them ... to 
have a good time vnth them when all this is over . . . 
to bathe, to hunt wth them ... to go up the river next 
year, in white flannek . . . vith all the fflth and squalor 
washed away . . . forgotten ... at peace. . ' 

St. Aubyn. I've lost my person. 

Rokky. \yould a drink hurt me? Surely not. . . 
{Suddenly, u'iih a cry.) Bill, I don't want to die. I^m 
terrified of death, now. All the last two years I've been 
messed about , . . filthy, filthy, filthy, I've had none 
of the nice things of life . . , clean sheets , . . good com- 
pany . . . men who didn't swear and talk filth . . • 
women who knew one was a gentleman, I'm not fit to 
go like this, so far off, so alone. You don’t know what 
it is; you're clean . . . you still smell of soap. I’ve 
shaved m tea, and lived on dishwater. I'm filthy to the 
^re . . . and I can't die now, away from everything 
I Jove. 


St. Aubyk ^supporting him in his arms). Go off to 
sleep, dear man. You'll he all right, A\Tien the moon's 
down I'll get you back. 

Rokny. You can't move me. I can't stand it. 

St. Aubyx* In the morning then. 

Roxxy. In the morning. . , . To-morrow ! There’ll 
be barrages starting up, and the Huns will put counter 
barrag^ dovTi. . . , All ov^er again ! Over this exact 
part of the ground where our people will be passing. 
Iiicy re all round licre, eveiy'avherc. To-morrow . . . 
and for weeks and months to come. ... [He stops 

St. Auuyk (in an outburst). To-morrow and to-morrow 
ana tomorrow ! ^ How long \rill this go on ? For ever ? 
/ m twcjy day till no%v has led to this. And every day 

to it . . . madness, miserj^ and 
of tiiirst. will their 
warage taJ:cn from them. Konny. you v;ant to live. I 


lioKiTY high and. cxcikdly^. It's September, 
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isn’t it ? Horses ! Are the cavalry going through this 
time ? They ought to be ! {\Veakly.) I wonder 
why. 

St. Aubyn. I don’t know, dear man. Not for weeks 
yet, anyhow. 

Ronny. Not for weeks? That’s a pity. {Coming 
back to himself and speaking more normally.) Bill, 
dear man, there’s something else. Something else. Ah 
yes ; a man in our section — " Ole Bill,” we caU him — 
because of the moustache, you know.'. . . I’ve always 
wanted to tell someone about him. Always . . . 

- St. Aubyn. Yes, dear man ? 

Ronny. A type. . . . Millions of him . . . here . . . 
with the Germans . . . ever3nvhere. And he’s like aU of 
them. He doesn’t think. He can’t think. He’s got 
nothing to think with. Not like us, imaginativfe, able to 
'see everything three times over before it comes. . . . 
But he’s so patient. Yes, I admire patience. . . . \Vhat 
was I sa5Tng ? Horses ? 

St. Aubyn. Patient? 

Ronny. Yes, patient. . . . Ole Bill. Year after year, 
year after year. ... He grumbles, of course — that's 
part of it. . . . But about the real thing. . . . That 
awful fatalistic patience with it aU ! . . . the waiting. . . . 
D’you know, I swear that, by this time, he’s got no more 
notion that he’s got a right not to be killed . . . than 
he has of o^vning a deer park. And they turn it off, 
all of them, by grumbling at the food ... at the sweat 
of it all .^. .at the silly trmalities of it. D’you know 
what a woman — a woman of our class — said to me the 
last time I was in England, years ago ? 

St. Aubyn {still supporting" him). No, dear man. 

Ronny. She said : " I wonder why all you young men 
dislike going out to France. You have a fine time there.” 
Yes, she said that. . . . Y^iy dowedislikeit? . . . I did’nt 
tell her. But I thought a lot. I thought : “ Young men 
disliked going out to France because they might get killed 
there. . . . That tliey didn’t like the sweat, the digging, the 
awful agonizing effort of doing the work of a soldier. . . . 
But that they liked it arid loved it compared with the fear 
of death . . . of sooner or later getting killed . . . of going 

5 
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away ... to darkness . , . with the last months of their 
lives covered with lice and filth . . , the degradation, the 
shame, the loneliness. . . . Yes, I thought some of that. 

, Are your people like that. Bill, in your lot ? 

St. AttBYN. It’s not the same with us. We’re drugged 
. . . with the fun and excitement of it. Spoilt and pam- 
pered. And every few months we go home to England for 
a rest. It doesn’t always happen with us like it happened 
to me to-day. 

Ronny. WTiat happened to you ? 

St. Aubyn. I lost my pilot . . . the only person in 
the world for me. I’ve seen the war to-day. I don’t 
know that I want to live. 

Ronny. He was a friend of yoms? (Very low.) Do 
you think I could have a drink ? 

St. Aubyn. Can’t you hold off, dear man ? 

The Geriian. Er sollte nicht trinken. 

St.. Aubyn. What ? 

The German. Nicht trinken. 

St. Aubyn. Sicher ? (The Gerjian nods.) He says no. 

Ronny. I ... I think I can stand it. You ought to 
five, BiU. * 


St. Aubyn (io The German, touching the corpse at the 
bottom of the shell-hole with his foot). Is he dead ? Tod ? 

Er war, mein Freund . . . ein Junger. 
11 i' He’s lost a friend as well, a boy. We’ve 

ail lost friends. ... I wonder how many to-day — three 
or four ttousand ? Enough] if all jumbled together, to 
nil up Piccadilly Circus as high as the housetops. Why 
ought I to live ? 

Ronny. Eh ? (Suddenly, sitting forward, speaking 
Clearly and quickly and in an altogether different tone of 
voice.) Because I'm not going to. I know it now. Give 
^ some water, quickly. Quickly, or I can’t speak. 
\fle drinks some water feverishly.) Get out of the war 
yoinself . . . get out of it. That’s my idea ! Never 
7 It’s September ! They’re cub- 

and bright sunshine ! 
lovelv thousands of beautiful horses, and clean. 
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{He suddruly sUs almost upright, shouts, and then 
falls bach quilt limp. St, Aub^'N feels his hand, 
and then opens his tunic and feels his heart. 
Then slcnvly transfers the contents of the dead 
boy's inner pochet to his oten, and says to The 
Gebmak.] 

St. Aubyn'. He'5 my brother — bruder. Nineteen, Or 
was. Now lie's as old as tlie hills, I'm too tired to go 
home. I'll st.ny with him. Yes, I'll stay with him. Are 
3'ou having n good nin, de.ir man ? 

[He tahes his brother in his arms, kisses him, and lies 
down to sleep by his shftf.] 


[There is a pause and stillness. Then the sound of 
firing is again heard. Then, after again another 
pause, a figure in (he dress of a Valkyrie of Norse 
legend, Bryk.vhii.I)!:, becomes gradually visible in 
a subdued glow of light. After another pause, she 
speaks.] 

Brynxhu.D!;. I am Brjmnhildc, Valkyrie and half 
goddess: a legend of both nations— of the single nation, 
that has been tearing itself to pieces on this plain to-day. 
Jfj' work is to bear the warrior home to Valhalla, after 
(he end of battle. There arc wide miles over whicli I 
have ridden. The shcll-liolcs stretch from here across 
shattered hillside and bleak vallc}^ thousands upon 
Ifiotisands, thousands upon thousands, locked and inter- 
lacing; and in how many of them my eyes behold this 
sight. . . . The war is near its end. Only months now, 
out of v.'carj' years, arc left ; but for many nights still 
to come I shall ride seeing this vision, still wrought afresh, 
day bj' da}', bj' the hand of war ; and I shall pass, and 
look for those I maj' lake. 

St. Aunv.s’ {loohing up and indicating Ronny). Here’s 
one already. 

Brynnhii-de. The boy ? 

St. Aubyn {glancing at the dead GERjfAN Youth). 
And another if jmu want. 

Brynniulde. And I am to take these, with all their 
secrets 1 For there arc some who may come with me, 
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and some who may not . . . and some who wiU not. 
Are these of the kind whose right, or whose longing, is , 
to mount to the hall of gods and heroes ? To join their 
ancestors in the courts of the lord of war ? 

St. Aubvn. Ask them if they ^vish. 

Brynnhilde. I do not need, I know how they died — 
as many die in this last war of all wars : ^ well, but not 
gladly ; how they fought : fiercely, but with scorn of it 
in their hearts. These of my race are no longer of my 
race, and I no longer their goddess. It is for others that 
I seek, 

St. Atjbyn. You^ll find no better. ^ 

Brynkhilde. Others there are. But the race is near 
its end, passing as I shall pass, and they are few. There 
are to be no more gods such as I, and no more fights, 
and this is the death of us aU. In the days of the legend 
my work was with these others, with those whose heart 
was in the fight, whose paradise was victory, and whose 
god the god of battles. These it was my work to take, 
to bathe their wounds and to crown %vith flowers, to lead 
to the high halls of feasting and song, where white 
maidens served them, and the glory of fighting well over 
made them one vath the immortals. . . . But the world 
is older. . . . There are few of these now. There is 
nothing now that is triumphant, free from maladies of 
the mind and torturings of the soul. You fight because 
you hope to fight no more. You look to the peace 
beyond. I am no longer for you, and my work is 
done. . , . {Her voice hecofues compassionaie) The boy 
here : what am I to him ? He fought, not because he 
wished, but because the vnll of the old world was upon 
him and he was bent to its demands. He did not scale 
the ramparts of our heaven, shouting, with battle-blown 
hair, and ecstasy in his eyes. Joyless he went to death. 
... You must have fresh gods. Gods of the weak, 
gods of the battleground of Life : the flattery is over 
that you follow me and mine. And perhaps life is harder 
and more difficult than death, and its servants have 
longer to^fight than those who measure courage by the 
sword. New gods, new gods. . . . And the old world 
uith its splendours of might is passed, and the new world 
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is conic u'itjj it? nrdoitrs of cndtimncc. And as I wander 
over the pl.iin, some few I find wlio arc mine : but if I 
declarc'i niy'''!f to the many, they would deny me, and 
ctir'-'c the {:{Klr. of my lioir-c. These have missed the 
only paradise f can yivc them. These must wail till the 
rain and the dew have dissolved them into the teeming 
earth— dust to dust, and (lowers to fiowers—lheir rest in 
the end as their mother in the beginning. These have 
mis-ed all the paradises. . . . The pride and glory of 
this modem race fH-rislics in the earth, and comes no 
more to the \'alhal!a it has outgroam. Find new gods, 
and better if t-ou can. Serve them, if you can, as %vcl] 
as we in our time have been .served. 

[7'/;e Hrjii xipon her d.xrh.cns, and ihe atrlain falls. 



\The Curtain goes up on the next scene, the Epilogue, 
with the least possible pause. 1 

Scene II 
[Epilogue.) 

Army Corps Headquarters. Midnight, 

A pariiiio 7 i divides the stage into two. On the 
the siiiing^roofn of Genekal ilALLORY, the Corps 
Commander, hrighily lit; a couple of deep armchairs, 
a large standing desk with maps pinned on it, lighted 
by a shaded reading light. General i\lALLORy and 
General Lloyb are talking together. 

On the left of the partition, the ante-room of GENERi^ 
Mallory’s Aides-de-Camp, also brightly lit. Only 
one of the AD.C.^s is in it, Captain Perris^ Or hand- 
some young man in a beautifully cut uniform and 
red tabs, sitting with his chair iilied back looking at a 
magazine and smoking cigarettes. There is a tray 
with whisky decanters, syphons and glasses^ on a table. 
General j\Iallory. They say again the main operation 
can't start nntU we get up to there, to that exact pohit* 
The whole damned line are waiting for us . . - and %vill 
have to wait. There's nothing more to it. 

\The telephone on Perris' table rings, 
Perris. Army Headquarters want us? Right. Tell 
'em it's A.D.C. to General J^Iallory speaking. Put 'em 
through. [He waits.) Hullo. [Suddenly, his voice brighten- 
ing.) HuUo-uUo-ullo, Bertie ! WTio'd have thought it ! 
Your chief doesn’t propose to dash round to us on another 
visit to-night ? . . . Thank God for that. How's your- 
self? . , . [He waits and laughs. Then serious.) You want 
to talk bt^iness ? Hold on a second ; I'll get a pencil. 
[Transcribing.) " Army Commander Wishes To Congratu- 
late All Ranks On Splendid Opening Of Attack To^ay." 
Right. [Sarcastically.) Army Commander's heard about 

so 
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at 

the 


Tunnel Trench,' ‘eh? 'No; we’ve not got it yet and 
we’ll get it in about six weeks’ time from now, I suppose. 

. . . Still ; no harm in a message like that ! . . . No ; 
my chief’s still discussin’ the situation. . . . Probably 
he’ll be up all night. . . . Good night, old bean. Good 

-puts the receiver down, and then takes it up again. 
Give me the head clerk, {lie xomis.) Take this tele- 
gram down. "Army Commander wishes to congratimte 
all ranks on splendid opening of attack to-day.’’ Full 
stop. Address it to divisions. Get it sent out 

once. , _ 

[Barry, the young officer in Digbys office tn 
morning, comes in carrying a large portfolio.] 
Perris. Hullo, Barry ; what cheer ? 

Barry. The Chief engaged? 

Perris. You can't show him your cvcrlastmg aero- 
plane photographs, if that’s what you mean. Have a 
drink? 

Barry. Thanks. (Helping^ himself.) Dyou always 
have this stuff going at this time of night ? 

Perris. It's only Irish, I’m afraid. Thc^ Chief won t 
allow anything else to come inside the chateau. Look 
here, he's fatigued and bored to-night, and he docsn t 
want to see anyone else. Lloyd’s been in there with 
him for the last two hours talkin’ over the .situation; 
and a footling message of congratulation that's ju.st come 
through from Army Headquarters; — the usual cyt^u’as^h 
won’t do him any good. He's tired. I should biizr. oil 
if I were jmu. 

Barry (aggrieved). He always says he wants to see 
aeroplane photographs every evening. _ You’ll be responsi ue 
if it turns out ho really needs me with epung urgonc> r 
Perris. I’ll be responsible. Good night, old cock. 

Sweet dreams. , . 

[Barry goes out, Perris begins tcritin^. 

, General Lloyd. Harwood says he think.s o'y'l 
casualties will run to about two thousand, liut, 
course, he doesn't know yet. _ , , . 

General Mallory. The whole division will nave 

be relieved the daj' after to-morrow. 
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General Lloyd. Whitelaw’scbibe broiiglitup to go 
in in their place. 

' General Mallory {thoughtfully). Two thousand^. . 
And we only started this morning. ... We can give 
them a few days to recover, but we’ll have to put them 
in again after that. It’s the only way ; short turns — 
never more than a few days at a time. It prevents the 
men getting their tails too much down. They — and aU 
the rest — ^wiil be wanted before this show finishes. 

General Lloyd. How long will G.H.Q. be able 
to hold up their main attack now -that Tunnel Trench is 
giving us all this diffictilty ? 

General Mallory {shrugs). I don't know. . . . 
Yesterday it was a surprise for the Boche; to-morrow 
it won’t be. 

[Perris gets up and knocks on the door. 
Come in Archie. 

Perris {etitering). Army Headquarters have just tele- 
phoned through, sir ; “ Army Commander congratulates 
aU ranks,” etc. — ^the " usual.” 

General Mallory. ” Congratulates aU ranks,” eh ? 
{There is a short silence.) He was never famous for a 
sense of humour. Thanis, my boy. 

[Perris retires. 

Therell be more cause for congratulation before we’ve 
finished. . . . 

General Lloyd {after another interval, pullijig himself 
together). WeU, sir; shaU you go and see Harwood in 
the morning, or shaU I ? 

General JIallory. I don’t know. ... I think you’d 
better. TeU him that after to-morrow he can have a 
four-day rest, and then he’U have to be ready to go in 
again. Find out what battalions of his reaUy got cut 
up to-day — if they were his best. I’d better stay about 
here.^ G.H.Q. may want me to go to them to talk about 
what’s to happen next week. 

General Lloyd. AU right, sir. I’ll get off early. 
There’s nothing more to-night ? 

General I^L^llory. I don’t think so, Lloyd. I don’t 
think so. Good night. Good night. 

General Lloyd. Good night. 



TUNNEL TRENCH 73 

[General Lloyd goes out, passing Perris, • who is 
back at Ms^)tagazinc, and nodding to hit>i, Perris 
takes his feet off the tahle .] , 

General JIallory {coming to the partition door). Good- 
night, Archie. The shop’s shut for the evetiing. Tell 
anyone else who comes. Good night. 

Perris {looking up). Good night, sir. 

[General Mallory returns to his room, walks up 
and down it once or ixoice very slowly ; mutters 
" Congratulates all ranks . . ; turns off the 

reading light above his desk, and slowly goes 
towards the door.) 

{Curtain.) 

SepUmber , 1023 
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